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"Glorious men are the scorn of wise men, the admiration of 
fools, the idols of parasites, and the slaves of their own vaunts. 

-Bacon 

"If we cannot properly wax poetical, we ought at least to seek 
poesy in our waning. " 

-D.T.T. 



AUTHOR'S PREFACE 

♦^SS^ 

A finer and more highly aspiring kind of man than I would 
have taken the figments and sentiments recorded here and spun 
them into a story, or a novel, or a collection of poems. He 
would have taken the earthly clays of his existence and worked 
them into a vessel of beauty, thereby excusing himself from the 
gross appetites and sordid mishaps that inspired them, by virtue 
of the artfulness with which they were sifted and reassembled. 

Though I am not so blest as to be free of ambition, I 
have — in the case of the proceeding fragments — elected to 
leave them almost exactly as they were written, when they first 
emerged, not very long ago, as private correspondences — 
confidential exchanges between certain memorable 
acquaintances and myself. 

I have done this, I suppose, because in my own reading 
— from the time that I was young — I have preferred to throw 
my shadow across the sandals of historians rather than 
novelists, and autobiographers rather than poets (though the 
distinction betwixt the two may be a matter of some dispute.) 



Always a skeptic or a pragmatist at heart, I have, whenever 
possible, sought the proverbial horse's mouth, however rank its 
breath might have been, in comparison to one who lectured 
upon the same matters using sweet and practiced tones. I have 
presumed that, because one can usually discern the difference 
between an artist who draws from genuine experience, and one 
who merely indulges in fancy, according to the force of the 
result upon the audience that takes account of it, my own 
intellect would be best improved by stooping at the cool fount 
of guileless recollection, rather than imbibing from a cup that 
has been warmed in the hands of imagination. 

What follows, of course, is not any single 
correspondence in its undivided entirety, but a series of 
correspondences, acutely culled for their choicest instances of 
clarity, adroitness, beauty, or sentimental significance. In a 
motion that may be alternately ascribed to hubris or 
munificence, I have left my fellow correspondents unnamed, 
unreferenced, and free of context, and left myself with the full 
burden of my words precisely as the reader discovers them. I 
have done so because, in conjunction with my songs, with 
which my reader may already have made him or herself familiar, 



these letters have been (it is miserable to note) my life's work. 
Be they fair or be they fatal, they are all I have to show for a life 
that might otherwise appear to have been a mutely suffered 
series of intentionally contrived calamities. They are all that 
glisten at the dark heart of the collapsed mineshaft that best 
represents my existence. 

The form I have chosen is vindicated, I am glad to say, 
by an innumerable body of precedents. If it is to be deemed at 
all unnatural, then it is only to be deemed unnatural to our 
present era; but then, so am I. Pascal had his Pensees, 
Confucius his Analects, Epictetus his Enchiridion, Chairman 
Mao his Quotations, and so forth. Today it is considered 
polite to compile one's observations and intimations into what 
we like to call a "memoir," which may then be printed at one's 
own expense and dispatched to the hands of one's 
grandchildren, or prostituted to a publisher, thence to the 
public, to be praised and later proved fallacious by television 
characters impersonating journalists. I have personally known 
novelists whose every attempt at artistic dissimulation has been 
ignored and at last abandoned, and who have only very lately 
found success by writing autobiographically, normally on the 



subject of their associations with barnyard animals or drug 
fiends. 

The autobiographical form (which is, I must emphasize, 
not what I have here) is popularly reserved for persons who 
have enjoyed fame and success in their public lives, and can 
expect even more fame and success to come from an opaque 
reconstruction of their private lives, composed by anonymous 
hacks, and vouchsafed by the vigilance of attorneys. The 
memoir (which is also not what I have here) is available to 
failures, who are interested in showing the world that there is 
no less excitement to be had in the gutter than in the gossip 
column. Memoirs might also be undertaken by persons who 
have survived tribulation and atrocity, and are left in sufficient 
command of their wits to tell about it, even with a courageous 
measure of eloquence. 

By studying what is to follow, even the clairvoyant 
reader will comprehend little of my personal history. He will 
descry my preoccupation with marriage, and rightly assume that 
I have been married, without advantage, more than once. He 
will trip upon occasional mention of my songs, and be 
reminded that I am — or have been — a songwriter, and will 



gather observations in my discourses that may cast an 
illumination upon my lyrics, and returning to my lyrics, find 
that the function is reciprocal. He will see that I was raised to 
think religiously, and that I have glanced over one or two of the 
philosophers. And he will discern that I have, in latter times, 
attracted the friendship of persons whose attentions would 
bring me trouble of a kind not unfamiliar to the annals of 
literature, philosophy, and even popular musical lore. 

I have unfailingly observed that, from Kierkegaard, to 
Schopenhauer, to Baudelaire, to Spinoza, one's philosophy — 
however well defended — is nothing but a reflection of and 
upon one's own circumstances, wearisome and provincial 
though they may be. What follows are, in the main, youthful 
declamations made to youthful recipients, regarding a life that 
has come too early to its darkling hour. But "the Devil brought 
me moonlight at sundown." And he brought it thus. 

- D.T.T., June 2008 
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{ I } I do believe that it is important to find love. But love 
between the sexes, or romantic love of any kind, cannot do 
much to help us in this pursuit. Once one finds love of the 
purest sort, one realizes that there was never anything but love, 
and it transmutes him in every respect, utterly transforms his 
thoughts and actions, and imbues him with utter stillness and 
complete compassion, exempting him from the snares of lust. 
But a love like this has no favorites and no limits; it cannot be 
applied, particularly, to any single relationship - even between a 
man and his spouse. Most wives are still happiest if their 
husbands lust and grope after them like drooling boys, and 
most husbands are happy to oblige. Marriage under these 
conditions is no more virtuous than any other love affair, and it 
bespeaks nothing of real love, but only of possession - which is, 
we both know, the enemy of Love Itself. By drawing a contract 
(or covenant) between my wife and myself, I am not, in fact, 



proving that I love her. I am only proving that I value her - 
essentially as a physical and emotional commodity - and that I 
am willing to take pains to ensure that I can retain that which I 
value. Whether or not I truly love my wife, or anybody else, I 
am hardly qualified to say. I think not, though. I think that I 
am still ruled, overall, by emptiness, hatred, and an 
immeasurable, intangible, and indefinable despair. I may know 
the Truth as I know my own face, but I know also that what I 
think to be my face is not mine, and neither is the Truth, and I 
am therefore incapable of knowing either. (Nov. 2005) 

{2} I still argue that, although one may well remain moral 
without admitting to any religious feelings (and one may be 
quite immoral while regarding himself as very religious), that 
morality alone cannot elevate a human being to his most 
evolved state; that he must practice morality as a method of 
reducing the obstructions that corporeal existence places 
between him and God. Morality and religion both serve dual 
functions — they both serve to enhance, preserve, and perfect 
simultaneously our private and our social existence. One ought, 
I believe, to be ethically religious and religiously ethical. If I 
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myself ever reach this exalted point, however, I will be 
extremely surprised. I am a lost cause, religiously and ethically; 
I am quite beyond the reach of salvation. I have too many 
passions. (Nevertheless, I'll be walking to the church down the 
street in about half-an-hour. Hypocrisy? Wishful thinking? 
Guilt reflex? I can't decide.) (Nov. 2005) 

{ 3 } Thinking, writing, and speaking are all very taxing for me. 
My mind is inexcusably sluggish, and though others accuse 
me of possessing the gifts of intelligence and articulation both, 
I would never voluntarily regard myself as possessing either. 
My brain seems always to be consumed in a thick, obfuscating 
fog, and my attempts to swim through this have invariably 
resulted in my colliding with a solid wall, which, by my 
reckoning, stretches infinitely on all sides. Put simply, I believe 
myself to be very stupid, dull-witted, and obtuse, and I find 
these qualities to be evinced in the things that I write. I am - so 
far as I can tell - incapable of profundity, novelty, or 
perspicacity. I cannot even aspire to being a hack. Mediocrity 
is an apex that I will never reach. I am at my most 
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natural, when I am drunk and staring at the dark space between 
the nimbi of two candles. 

{ i } Perhaps we may see in this the answer for my simple 
satisfaction at attending church. Far from your idealized view 
of my motives, I never feel that I am going to church for my 
own sake - that I am going to be closer to the Divine. Rather, I 
go out of some deeply lodged (and obviously 
erroneous) notion that God is lonely, and that churches were 
built so that God would not be lonely any more, and that if I 
do not go, nobody else would either, and it would be all my 
fault that God is feeling cast out and abandoned in the house 
we built for Him. I know how I get when I feel lonely, and I 
certainly don't want God feeling that way. If God commits 
suicide, what would become of the universe? And what has 
become of our world now that nobody goes to church 
anymore? I find peace in the idea that I am helping to restore 
structure, tradition, and routine to a decaying world. As for my 
own salvation, I cannot venture an opinion. It seems to me that 
I barely exist at all, that my soul is beneath Heaven's regard, 
that I am the dark spot between two nimbi - that I have no 
spiritual or material definition of my own. (Nov. 2005) 
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{4} I am quite taken with your idea of compiling a book 
containing your life story and all of your works; I have 
frequently imagined something along the same lines for myself, 
except, in my case, taking the form of a museum. I want it to 
be very small and modest, dimly lit and humbly situated, 
perhaps in the shell of an abandoned and dilapidated country 
parish. There will be a library, where people can select and 
read any of my written works, and a gallery, where photographs 
from my life will be displayed, along with biographical 
captions. There will be a room containing all manner of 
artifacts from my musical existence, where recordings of my 
songs are always playing. And finally, there will be a shrine, 
where visitors can leave something of themselves - locks of hair, 
coins, trinkets, and so forth - and light a candle in my memory. 
The shrine will be surmounted by a large depiction of me, 
which will be framed in dark oak, and set betwixt two time- 
worn metal crosses. The museum will be tended first by my 
wife, and upon her passing. . . I know not whom. Certainly not 
my sunny, golden-haired daughter! Whoever accepts the task 
must be capable of spending her life in a state of melancholy 
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and somber reflection, forever immersed in the pestiferous 
musk of my Great Failure, and working solely for the assurance 
that, when her own life ends, her ashes will have earned a place 
next to my own. For her life will have been as wasted and 
meaningless as mine was. Moreso! for her greatest success 
would have been in preserving the memory of my sordid, 
ignominious obsolescence. Oh! How beautiful it will be to be 
dead! (Dec. 2005) 

{5} Dating is a travesty against the notion of courtship, and 
should be strictly anathema to any self-respecting and 
intelligent member of the human race. We should not test our 
mates as we do automobiles, blue- jeans, or in these times, our 
entertainers. Mating should be held entirely as a matter of 
convenience, and if not convenience, than of providence; the 
location of a mate should never become the sole object of our 
existence. One never finds the correct mate by looking for her, 
by shopping for her. I find that I am physically revolted when 
somebody uses the terms "boyfriend" or "girlfriend" in my 
presence. When you own something, you own it completely or 
not at all. It is yours or not yours. Human beings own 
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themselves, unless the law has made them slaves, or husbands, 
or wives, or in some other way indentured, contracted, or 
legally purchased; and above this, we are owned by God, and 
should consider ourselves always the possessions thereof. I 
cannot claim a woman, call her my girlfriend, and expect her to 
be bound in any way by the title, nor may I consider myself 
bound by being granted the title of boyfriend. Whether we live 
together, whether we sleep together, whether we share all things 
in common - we yet do not possess each other. "Boyfriend" 
and "girlfriend" are empty terms - the relationships they denote 
are entirely without substance, weight, or definition. Under 
such terms, one can never learn to love correctly. "Boyfriend," 
"girlfriend," - one should just as well say, "She is my prostitute, 
and I am her client." This, indeed, would be closest to the 
truth. (Dec. 2005) 

{6} I suppose you're also learning that I'm not much worth 
your admiration. I could have surfeited you with illusions 
regarding my life, thoughts, and history, but for some mad 
reason, I have chosen to favor you with perfect honesty. Lying, 
in any case, has never been my strong suit; I suppose I have 
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never much cultivated the habit of it. I'm the sort of silly fool 
that can't lie without smiling, or having my voice grow faint, or 
providing some such obvious clue to exploding the ruse. I 
actually grow dizzy when contemplating a dishonest act. My 
whole being is violently disposed against it. Were it not for 
this ethical impediment, I could have started my own religion 
by now. How sad that it can never be. I have the soul 
of Rasputin and the heart of a quail! (Dec. 2005) 

{7} The sick soul 1 is always weary, always in dread both of the 
end of life, and of its perpetuation, always haunted by 
inescapable feelings of guilt (or, more properly, shame), 
worthlessness, wretchedness, and the profound uselessness of 
every endeavor, with life and death being equally unpalatable to 
him. Apparently, every man of a philosophical mien passes 
through this state, and generally finds his way through it - 
discovering, at the other end, the "qualifying factor" for his 
existence and, one should hope, all existence. Even 
Schopenhauer had his pleasures, and Voltaire, the hero of the 
Enlightenment, his very frequent and very darksome spleens. It 



1 This follows a discussion of William James' Varieties of Religious Experience. 
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seems to me that I have been in this "sick soul" stage for 
a disproportionately long time (comparative to my years), and I 
wonder if I will ever graduate from it. In all probability, I will 
someday begin to find life bearable, but I will never come to 
find it meaningful. This is the grim reality of a man whose 
epoch has no use for him, and who, in turn, has little use for 
his own epoch. (Dec. 2005) 

{ 8 } Women (I should say, girls) are forever mewling about 
"wanting a baby." But they never pine for an adolescent, a 
teenager, or an adult - or even a small child. Nature has endued 
them with the desire for something small, helpless, and without 
character; She knew this would be sufficient to complete her 
ends. Now, when a woman has produced one infant, and that 
infant has grown into something which, somehow, she 
neglected to anticipate, her affections for the child diminish, 
and she begins wanting another baby - another cooing, 
stationary lump. They care nothing (or practically nothing) for 
the advanced life of their offspring - they want only the 
satisfaction of this passive little diversion, which holds them 
in such exulted regard, and by means of which they acquire so 
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much attention from the rest of the world. And when their 
children grow older, these mothers become hoary and ill- 
tempered, they begin to think of themselves as being somehow 
exploited by these creatures who, at one point, they loved and 
cherished and coddled and fed at their own breasts. They 
come to understand that Nature has conned them ruthlessly, 
and used their desire for "babies" to straddle them with what 
turned out to merely be more humans. But this is why we have 
fathers, who wait and yearn for the day that their children can 
be useful, and can accomplish something. Mothers, in essence, 
desire their children always to be tiny and docile, like house- 
pets or bits of decorative bric-a-brac; fathers want children that 
can grow into adults and become serviceable to their fellow 
man. In which case, I am glad to be a father and not a mother, 
and I am glad to have had a father to speak of. (Dec. 2005) 

{9} A word about nations. Lao-tzu said (and I paraphrase 
loosely), "Even if two countries are so close, that if in one 
country a dog barks, it is heard in the other, the citizens of each 
should be born, live their lives, and die, without knowing 
anything of their neighboring country or its people." 
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{i} I believe that this is true. America is lost — it was 
lost from the beginning, because, being colonial, and being 
divided into so many parts, claimed by so many different 
nations, it would have been nearly impossible for it to become 
isolationist. I dream of founding a new country with very high 
walls surrounding it, and a language that nobody else can 
speak. And if we prosper, we prosper — but never to the point 
of immoderacy or decadence. And if we destroy ourselves, we 
destroy ourselves, but we destroy only ourselves, and nobody 
else must know. 

{ii} The problem with America is that it cannot simply 
die alone. America is dying, and it is dying while locked in the 
embrace of a thousand other nations, and our sickness is 
contaminating all of them. The greatest example we could set 
right now, is by dropping three quarters of our population into 
the ocean, walling off our borders, cutting off all lines of 
commerce and communication, and resuming our pre- 
Columbian role as the dark, silent monolith blocking the way 
between Western Europe and Eastern Asia. 

{in} Even better, each of the fifty states should begin by 
proclaiming itself a sovereign nation, and then continuing with 
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the same strategy mentioned above, only on a much smaller — 
and therefore safer — scale. (Dec. 2005) 

{10} The problem with human beings is that they must, by 
instinctive necessity, exist in societies — and therefore they 
must, to a point, live in peace — and therefore they must, in 
many if not all possible respects, agree with one another. 
Society is not what it once was. It is no longer feasible for 
every Wiccan or Neo-pagan to defect to a country, province, or 
section of town in which everybody agrees with him, and he 
will no longer be faced with contradictory modes of belief. It 
is no longer feasible for a Christian to expect that he can live 
his life without encountering his share of heretics, apostates, 
and atheists. 

{i} There are some persons who have found such 
happiness and relevance in their Christian beliefs and practices, 
that they cannot imagine why others would like to remain 
ignorant of their source of joy. True, they may be too simple 
to adequately relate their intentions; they may, out of 
frustration, turn to the easier route — that of condemnation and 
threats of hell-fire. You must consider, however, that what 
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they fear most is that you will never find the comfort and the 
completion that they have; they fear that you are volunteering 
yourself to the Pit, and they are terrified that their efforts will 
not be enough to liberate you from an eternity of imponderable 
suffering. So, like a woman whose lover has threatened to leave 
her, they clutch, and they scream, and they threaten, and they 
curse, and they beg, and they sob, and they impeach their own 
dignity, all because they suddenly feel that Heaven will be 
empty without you. That is Christian love — vexing though 
you consider it to be. (Dec. 2005) 

{ 1 1 } I believe that the worth of a religion can truly be found 
in the number of persons practicing it. That which is of the 
most value to the most number of people must be closest to the 
truth, because we know the truth by how readily and how 
predictably it can be applied, as in scientific experimentation. 
It is fine, I suppose, to go for a while, stating one's separateness, 
one's uniqueness, one's peculiar and inimitable virtues. If they 
are right, a great many persons will adopt the same, and they 
will no longer be unique. But if they are wrong, the masses will 
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reject them, and you will find yourself alone — useless to others 
and useless to yourself 

{i} Now, many have defined that which is evil as that 
which is false or untrue. Working from what I have just 
established, though, it is easy to see that what is evil is just as 
true — just as actual — as what is good, and it is demonstrable 
by the number of people who adopt evil ways and employ them 
daily. Greed, selfishness, lust, violent-mindedness — all of these 
things are indisputably evil, but they are also indisputably real, 
and are — almost without variation, the tacit or advertised 
credos of those that live in opposition to the Broad and 
Obvious Good. There is, it may be said, only One Great 
Good, and only One Great Evil, and the one seeks to 
counteract and inflict harm upon the other. And, as in any 
other war, they may often be found in the very heart of one 
another's territories. Evil may be found gnawing at the heart of 
Good, and Good, swelling quietly within the heart of Evil. 

{ii} For those who would like to see a society that is 
habitually and intrinsically good, it often happens that Evil 
makes its incursion by appearing within the means by which 
the Good is encouraged, so that it happens that the Good 
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ceases to be merely encouraged, and begins, rather, to be 
enforced. So we have seen many examples of the Good being 
propagated by wicked methods. It is essential, therefore, that 
we remember always that the Good contains no violence, no 
hatred, no scornfulness or capacity for abuse — and where these 
things exist, they are evidence of the lingering presence of Evil. 

{iii} It must also be remembered that the nature of 
Good is to increase, while the nature of Evil is to diminish. 
Therefore, even when evil acts are met only with mercy and 
toleration, it is not the Evil which will increase, but the mercy 
and the toleration, and thus the Good; for when the Evil 
cannot diminish the Good, the Evil will diminish itself. 

{iv} It is according to these truisms that I can say that, 
although persons such as you and I are prone to regarding 
ourselves as iconoclasts (from the Greek, eikonokhstes, 
"destroyer of religious images"), we must forever be on guard 
against our tendency to destroy that which we find evil in 
others, rather than trying, instead, to enhance and cultivate 
what is good in them and in ourselves. Evil cannot be 
uprooted; it can only be choked out. (Dec. 2005) 
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{12} It is a little difficult to abide with the reality that I will 
never travel the world, will never see crowds stretching before 
me, will never spend my afternoons giving interviews to 
magazines. It is painful to realize that my music will only ever 
mean anything to a very squalid few, and that my name — the 
name which I have created and christened my works with — will 
never be well-known, even within the tiniest circles. It is 
sobering to acknowledge that it is for vanity alone that I carry 
on. (Dec. 2005) 

{13} I believe that there is one perennial standard (as Huxley 
may have it) that the very best of men, Siddhartha Guatama, 
K'ung Futzu, Jesus of Nazareth, Socrates — undoubtedly some 
others — have glimpsed with various levels of completeness, and 
whose descriptions have been afforded to us as moral, ethical, 
and personal law. It was said once, I recall not by whom, that 
one ought to be suspicious to the utmost of a person who seeks 
to follow no example other than his own; I agree with this 
entirely. I truly believe that, in order to become the best human 
being I can, I must raise for myself standards and examples, 
derived from human beings who came closer to perfection than 
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I have yet come. And I am dubious of any person who does 
not do the same, for he represents, necessarily, nothing much 
more than egoism and profligacy. After twenty-three years, I 
have given up all hopes of "finding myself; the search was 
futile. I am human. Where there is humanity, I will find 
myself, and I will find my purpose — anything less than this is 
simply selfishness, vanity, and ultimately, emptiness. Even the 
Buddha, who sought emptiness, would nevertheless not allow 
his followers to neglect their duty to humanity in pursuit of it. 
The best of men could be called a kind of bodhisattva — one 
who has seen beyond the illusion of time and matter, but has 
returned to it willingly, determined to guide others toward the 
same revelation. 

{i} I have found little use for "intuition"; my greatest 
epiphanies have come whilst immersing myself in the wisdom 
of better men. I often repeat a little story told in the Analects 
of Confucius, in which he recounts: "I once spent all day 
without eating so much as a grain of rice, and all night without 
sleep, in order to think. It was no use. It is better to learn." 
His wisdom was already ancient when he used it to guide the 
better portion of a continent out of the dark ages — but this 
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was, of course, centuries after his earthly life had expired. For 
indeed, there is no new wisdom to be had. The most we can 
achieve is a competent grasp of the old. Like Jesus, who taught 
nothing that was not already in the Torah (at least on a 
practical level.) If anything, we are called upon to put old 
wisdom into modern words, so that it does not remain static, 
and does not slip beyond the reach of emerging generations. 

{ii} The very first human beings traveled in flocks and 
herds; today, we still travel in flocks and herds. No single 
person is fit (or really inclined) to lead himself, and although a 
group will always look to a leader, that leader should always 
look back to the group. The ruling principle in all of this must 
be established wisdom. The leader much teach it, the herd 
must follow it — no one must be allowed to forget it. 
Whatever form it takes, so long as it results in peace among 
men, it is right. 

{iii} I have spent much time in the study of 
philosophers, but have found myself increasingly troubled when 
I read a book of philosophy, which seems to have little 
practical purpose to humanity at large. Ontology, metaphysics, 
phenomenology, etc., - what use are they to anybody but the 
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philosopher himself, hunched over his papers, expending his 
intellect on abstractions and vagaries? Honestly — what does 
one do with this philosophy or that philosophy? To borrow a 
phrase — "chop wood and carry water." Life is life and to be 
human is to be human. The development of an individual 
philosophy is nothing but decadence and hubris. Times are 
hard — we must help each other. (Jan. 2006) 

{14} But you ask about my wife. This is difficult. I wish you 
had asked me about anything. I wish you had asked me about 
God, and all the beings that fill heaven, and the beings that fill 
earth — anything but my wife. This is like describing a picture 
that is pressed violently against your face, so that your breath 
comes in whistles, and you can feel your eyelashes flutter 
against your brow. I can cry out: I am in a battle, and I see 
smoke and bright flashes through the rising and falling screen 
of my own tears, and I don't know whether I'll live or die, but 
breathing hurts, and my future and my past are worthless to me 
now, and I am ambivalent. I am torn between. I am sundered. 
I am sometimes running and sometimes lying down, and I can't 
tell the clouds from the mustard gas. 
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{i} Oh yes, and she is with me. You ask about my wife, 
and this will be my first answer (it will have to be) — she is with 
me. I carry her over my shoulder and wonder if I will ever be 
able to find a place that is quiet and stop for long enough to 
find out if she still has a heartbeat. That is for later. For now, 
I know that she is with me. And she wears my bullet around 
her slender finger. 

{ii} My wife is a woman. A Woman! She's designed 
by nature to reproduce, to carry on the species, to push life 
forward before death sends her back — I can't say where. 
Where do I fit in this? I don't know that, either. I could be 
anybody. She has some business with me — me in particular; 
just for now, she has some business with me. She's had 
business with others. Things fell through. God knows how it 
all happens. A light shines — you squint — it grows warm — you 
get comfortable with it — you take off your coat — you take off 
your shirt — you take off more — the light focuses — focuses 
with wicked intensity — it retracts — it darts away — you're cold 
and it takes you forever to find where you threw your coat and 
shirt and everything else. You stand waiting. You wander for 
days. You see lights panning here and there. You follow one 
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or one follows you. Some stay with you; some longer, some 
for no time at all — some go away and come back. Find one, 
you're nervous — keep one, you're restless — lose one, you're 
aimless. You must know this by now. These things men 
discuss only in silence, drawing on cigarettes, looking 
elsewhere. We wonder what it's like to have another man's 
light. We never learn. (Jan. 2006) 

{15} I am, you may as well know, not fit for existence in this 
world. I don't have the pain threshold that human existence 
requires; I don't have the tolerance for it, or the stomach, or the 
strength. Everything hurts me. There is no thought, no 
impulse, no experience that is not excruciating, and ultimately 
crippling to me. I want to be brave, dear friend, but I'm not. 
I'm not brave. I'm a disgusting, loathsome coward, and I truly, 
truly want to die. Everything human nauseates me; most of all, 
I nauseate myself. I swear that when I die, it will not be 
because I take leave of my life: it will be because I have vomited 
it out — expurgated it like some rotten morsel — something that 
I had not the stamina to digest. (Jan. 2006) 
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{16} I find the work that I do to be humiliating to the utmost 
— not because I am required to be of service to other people, for 
we are all servants of humanity — but because, in truth, my final 
allegiance is to a greedy, capitalist management company, to 
whom I am — at best — a negligible contributor to a computer- 
generated statistic. All is well, so long as I can think of myself 
as a person among other persons — a person whose turn it is to 
serve, rather than to be served; but when my role as a human 
being and a citizen of the species is trivialized by such things as 
"morning huddles" and "corporate mottos" and "mission 
statements" and "sales goals" and on and on, and I am 
reminded that I am not even a number, but an automaton 
employed in the manufacture of numbers — my sense of 
individuality vanishes quite without a trace. My worth is 
decided by two figures, on either side of a decimal point, 
spewed from a printer at the end of a fiscal quarter. This, 
admittedly, I object to, and I wish that I were worthy of more 
noteworthy employments. But I was born worthless and there 
is no doubting that I shall die the same. (Jan. 2006) 
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{17} I could never bring myself to feel patriotic in a country 
that cannot even boast a monarch, or a nobility of any kind. 
And if there is no nobility in our government, there can be no 
nobility in our people, and the country — being composed of 
people, not of territory alone — is not worth defending, or 
feeling anything but a purely naturalistic affection for. But 
these are arguments for another time. 

{i} My point is that, I now fully realize that no person 
can ever retain his dignity or his goodness in the company of 
other persons. As individuals, we are capable of goodness; in a 
group, we are capable only of madness, wickedness, and vice. 
By joining an organization of any kind, we invariably sacrifice a 
large number of the things which make us, as individuals, good, 
healthy, and sound-minded. By adopting any mass creed, any 
generalized code, any "inviolable" oath of loyalty, solidarity, or 
brotherhood, we undermine our own reason, and our own 
ability to act justly and reasonably as Justice and Reason 
require. 

{ii} This is why a democracy must always fail. As long 
as the masses hold the power to select their own government 
and their own officials, they will invariably select such 



31 



governors and officials as are most adept at flattery, rhetoric, 
and the espousal of lofty but impotent platitudes. A 
government ruled or chosen by the masses will always be 
chosen by Ignorance, ruled by Ignorance. 

{iii} I believe, truly, that we are better ruled by 
Providence than by our own populace. In other words, I would 
rather serve a conqueror or a hereditary prince than a charlatan 
elected by a civil majority. 

{iv} My final point is this: if a man believes himself to 
have no inherent rights, he will be all the more ready to exist in 
a universe that pays him no individual regard. The great fallacy 
that we have suffered under, since Thomas Paine and the 
scoundrels that inspired him, is that the universe owes us 
fairness; that to live well and to die happily and in good time 
are our "god-given" privileges as human beings. We therefore 
rebel against any hint of selfishness shown by our officials, even 
though we elected them according to our own selfish concerns. 
We interpret the "quality of life" that we are "naturally owed" 
to be nothing less than the "best of everything" — and acting 
selfishly to place our own collective advocates in positions of 
power, we are incensed and flabbergasted when, upon taking 
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their posts, they too begin to act selfishly! And when our 
individual concerns are ignored or undermined by those we 
have elected, we form new groups, based around narrow, 
insufficient precepts, and resume the struggle to see our selfish 
desires represented in high places. We try to "gain a voice" so 
that we can "make a difference", always believing that our 
rights supercede the rights of others, that our morality is 
superior to theirs. 

{v} There is only one way to rule a nation, and that is 
with a Divine Mandate, a sharp and ready sword, and a sound 
philosophical tradition. A people must be made to know that 
suffering is inevitable, unavoidable, and necessary. A good 
people understand why their kings and princes must be better 
fed and better dressed than they. A good people must expect 
justice from their ruler, but having gotten justice, must repay 
that ruler with reverence, loyalty, and trust. A good people 
know how to survive with little, ask for little, and go to their 
beds and their graves with a prayer for their king on their lips. 
Piety, in other words, is greater than patriotism. Let blood 
defend blood; the earth will defend herself. 
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{vi} Suffice it to say that any system of government that 
claims to give "power to the masses", be it democratic, 
republican, socialist, or communist in nature, must by necessity 
be ruled by ignorance. Naturally, a monarchist system requires 
a certain amount of ignorance on the parts of the peasantry and 
the lower nobility as well, but its success lies in the fact that the 
ignorant are given no actual power. An intelligent government 
is an autocratic government. "I Am, " it insists, "a Jealous 
God." (Jan. 2006) 

{18} We are not fit to decide which woman is best for us, 
which one will most fulfill us, bring us closest to bliss and 
furthest from loneliness. If the choice were ours, we would 
invariably choose wrongly. Love, always the master showman, 
was never so artless as to enter by the front door. Where love 
seems obvious it is almost always doomed. Where love seems 
improbable, it must be anticipated (impossible though this may 
be) like an assailant in the rafters. How many times have you 
heard, "I can't believe they broke up! They were so perfect for 
each other!" — while it is the most seemingly ill-suited couples, 
that seem to form the deepest and longest-lived attachments. 
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{i} In general I seem to fall in love with relatively plain 
and uninspiring women. I am most attracted to traits such as 
modesty, shyness, docility, serenity, and practicality — if only 
because my Puritan instincts inform me that women fitting this 
description make the most reliable mates. Women who are 
vivacious, extroverted, flashy, attention-hungry, flirtatious, 
loquacious, and overtly physical hold no fascination for me. I 
leave these to men in search of less edifying prey. I have never 
been one to compete for a girl's affections, if I know that she is 
consciously engaging the interest of other men. Such prizes 
appear sweet, but ultimately, it is not the woman that is to be 
savored, but the victory over one's rival suitors — and such 
victories as these — with such women as this — are never enjoyed 
for long. The perfect relationship is one that has no possibility 
of creating jealousy. But of course, no such romances exist. 
Eros, too, is a Jealous God. The closest that one may ever 
come to a perfect romance is achieved in the bed of a 
prostitute. The terms of the relationship are clear; there is no 
deception and no opportunity for jealousy or the illusion of 
possession or of being possessed. The act is pure — if only 
insofar as it is purely sinful — and the cost, the consequences, 
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and the rewards are all beyond mistaking. Everything in life 
should be so honest. But in too many cases (nearly all cases) 
marriage and romance take the form of dishonest prostitution, 
in which the terms are never properly set, the boundaries never 
properly drawn, the costs and gains never properly established 
— one party is always a schemer, and the other, always the 
victim of a scheme. Or else they are both schemers and both 
victims — with neither being satisfied in the end. 

{ii} A man's relationship with his wife, like a client's 
relationship with a whore, should always be a matter of 
contract first and consummation second. There is no passion 
so vital or so urgent, that it should not be repressed until the 
particulars of its release are fully spelled out, signed twice, and 
dated in the presence of a licensed notary clerk. (Jan. 2006) 

{ 1 9 } I can't trust my religious impulses in the least. They are 
wicked — I'm sure of it; even more wicked than those impulses 
which bound me, for all those years, to the creation of terrible 
music. They're just another fabrication of a flailing, 
overzealous ego — seeking the next, too-simple avenue to a 
grandiose self-definition. I pick up my Bible, and rather than 
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asking "How can this improve me? How can this make me a 
better man?", I pick it up and wonder, "How can I use this? 
How can I use this to give me power over the thoughts and 
feelings of others?" And I begin to plot, and scheme, and 
conspire, and brood — and all the Wisdom and Virtue of the 
Book is eclipsed and choked out by the venomous tendrils of 
my heretic mind. Thus does every night end in spasms of self- 
disgust. 

{i} I can't even think about my own "work" — my own 
creative purposes. Everything I do and think is so corrupt. 
Concupiscence and power-lust are my only sources of 
inspiration; my typewriter seems to cower and quail at my 
touch. So I repeat the Lord's Prayer fifty times to myself and 
hope that the fundamental substance of my imagination will be 
transmuted into something of benefit to men. But no good has 
come of this so far. 

{ii} If the Devil wants me so badly, I wish that the 
Devil would take me. If the Savior of men has no need for me, 
no need for my words, why does his Enemy not at least put me 
to use, and inspire me with his own sparkling fallacies? As it is, 
I am useless to God, useless to the Devil, and useless to 
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humankind. I am useless to myself. All that I lack is the 
consolation of the tomb to make my moribund state complete. 

{iii} I'm like the vampire who, having captured his prey 
with his charms, and glutted himself upon her very life-force, 
finds his appetite replaced by introspection, and — consumed 
with self- abhorrence — wishes himself dead — wishes the Earth 
rid of his obscene, parasitic existence. 

{iv} Normally, I think myself much, much less than 
this. So little, in fact, that it would be pointless to attempt a 
description. At times I seem to forget that I exist at all, so 
insignificant am I even to myself. I am nothing. Literally 
nothing. The unperceived pebble that pokes the heel of 
preoccupied world. I am scarcely even an annoyance. 

{v} To those who love me — to those who tell me that I 
am their "everything" — I do only evil, and I exist to cause them 
pain. And to those who do not love me, to those who — in 
their impenetrable simplicity — are insensible to my queer 
charms, I do not exist at all. I am invisible, or else beneath 
acknowledgement. 

{vi} I could be so powerful, if I were not forever 
stumbling over my instinctive moral apprehensions. With this 
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conflict forever distracting my thoughts and unbalancing my 
movements, how can I be expected to worry about writing 
stories, or poems, or songs? I must be meant for something, 
and my ability with words must exist so that this something 
that I'm meant for can be realized. How could I be satisfied 
with mere artistry? Artistry doesn't win souls. 

{vii} My problem is that I'm immature and that I have 
no grasp of reality. I live in a fantasy world of intemperate 
extremes. I'm trying to be black and white in a world that's 
switched to Technicolor. I'm an artifact, locked up tight in a 
glass case of my own delusions. (Aug. 2006) 

{20} I already know that I'm disgusted with the world, no 
matter what my mood, and disdainful of myself, no matter 
what my circumstance. All optimism aside, the only thing that 
I am assured of, is that my future will be every bit as miserable 
as I expect it to be, except that it will be miserable in ways 
that even I cannot predict. The world scoffs and tells me to 
soldier forward, but despite my being outnumbered, it still 
seems that I am the one championing Reason, while others 
remain chained to their intravenous drips of delusion and 
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diversion. Optimism is its own sort of drug, and the happiest 
people in the world are those who are confident that the world 
will end soon. 

{i} This is probably why I am continuously returning 
to the idea that my only psychological refuge lies in 
religion. The universe began with chaos and will return to 
chaos. If there is no order to be found beyond the universe, 
beyond terrestrial life, then human existence - and the longing 
for order - is wholly pointless. And if human life is pointless, 
my life is at least as pointless as anyone else's, and probably 
moreso, since I am singularly aware of its pointlessness. But as 
an artist and a thinker, it is my impulse and my duty to 
proclaim and to demonstrate. To proclaim and demonstrate 
pointlessness, with the goal of assuring others of the 
pointlessness of their lives, and thereby increasing the domain 
of the feeling of pointlessness by which I am subjugated, would 
be even more pointless than my creative conscience - and hence 
my need to build - could allow. My goal, then, must be the 
opposite. I must work to convince others that there is a 
purpose, and there is an order, even if intellectually, I find order 
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and purpose to be but futile beacons blinking idly from atop an 
unscalable peak. 

{ii} I know one thing: everyone I admire, who has 
attained to everything I want, has yet remained unhappy - many 
to the point of suicide. So what do I admire? The attainment, 
the unhappiness, or the suicide? 

{iii} The source of my madness - I am positive of this - 
is the desire and the quest for uniqueness. Confucius became 
the teacher of 10,000 generations by saying nothing new. 
Humans respond most to two things: that which is best, said in 
the old way, and that which is old, said in the best way. 
Perhaps the formula is too simple, but at least it is comforting. 
(Oct. 2006) 

{21} Regarding the practice of writing, I find it increasingly 
absurd that anybody would have the arrogance and temerity to 
refer to himself openly as a "writer" either by disposition or 
occupation. Everybody who is literate is a writer, just as 
everybody who is literate is a reader, although this does not 
make everybody erudite or learned. In the same way, all who 
write are not to be placed on equal standing. There is an 
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extremely distinct difference between persons who have 
something worth saying to the world, and persons who do not. 
The person who writes condemning his generation of 
debauchery, excess, and perversity, is not to be judged on equal 
terms with the person who self-publishes stories about angels 
who hack people up with butcher knives. One is useful, the 
other is not. 

{i} Therefore, because one has managed to earn a living 
by placing words on a page, does not mean that those words 
serve any greater function than putting meat on the table of the 
author. If one has earned his living by writing, it is not always 
because he is a great writer. It is often because he has 
succeeded in appealing to a contemptible and simple-minded 
audience; and it is to this Wretchedness of his Readership that 
he owes his survival, not to the Virtue of his Labors. 

[ii] I endeavor not to bother myself with the question 
of whether or not I am a writer. The point is that I can write 
when it is necessary to do so, and that I am trying, as the years 
pile one atop the other, to become someone that is worthy of 
writing something useful. Until such a point — as you, my 
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friend, said — writing for the sake of writing is a vain exercise. 
(Oct. 2006) 

{22} If the giving of compliments is an art- form acquired only 
with difficulty and long study, so is the receiving of 
compliments, and it is the charm of girls - while they are girls - 
that they are as yet so unpracticed, and so liberal with their 
blushes. It's a sad, unsightly thing, to witness a grown woman 
being swayed by any abundance of flatteries. In private affairs 
as in diplomacy, politeness and caution are but two fingers in 
the same cotton glove. (Feb. 2007) 

{23} I seem to have been born between ages - inadequate by 
the standards of the past, and incompatible with the demands 
of the present; I am neither impressive nor amusing. I have 
nothing to communicate to our world, nor to our age, but the 
unease with which I exist in it, and my inexpressibly profound 
alienation from it. And I know that there have been others - 
poets, visionaries, gorgeous suicides - who have said the same 
before me, but all of these were geniuses, and I am certainly 
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not. I exist for no purpose in an incomprehensible age. (Feb. 
2007) 

{24} In the world that I would like to pretend I live in, things 
such as I've written to you, and the quality of friendship that I 
would have liked for us to share, would be inarguably 
appropriate, and even commonplace. But a lot of queer things 
have come to light about human relationships since the 
Victorian era. The manner of relationship that cost Oscar 
Wilde his youth and happiness can be conducted openly, with 
complete public approval, today. The "liberated" among us 
regard it with a certain amount of cosmopolitan sanctimony, as 
the place where the rainbow ends; that is, on a bumper sticker. 
Meanwhile Lolita and JonBenet Ramsey are tending to be 
brought up in the same sentence oftener and oftener, and the 
concept of mentorship - in reference to anything other than 
basketball and fly fishing - is unfailingly regarded as a flimsy 
shroud for degeneracy of the sort that made the Marquis cross 
himself whilst furtively perusing the Satyricon. (Feb. 2007) 
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{25} If I had received more flattery as a 14-year-old, I might 
not have sought out my own destruction with such alacrity and 
determination. I might not have bled so often, or with such 
profusion. I might not have sold my soul to Lucifer in return 
for a bad drummer and a worse girlfriend. I might not have 
drunk so much, or at least, I might have found more glamorous 
places in which to vomit. (Feb. 2007) 

{26} If we cannot properly wax poetical, we ought at least to 
seek poesy in our waning. (Feb. 2007) 

{27} Our desires are as ephemeral before they are attained, as 
after. Like reeking indigents, we plod down our lonely paths, 
borne down by our cracked vessels and torn blankets, which we 
hold to be our only treasures. We know, from the ruts that we 
follow, that our lives are immaterial, that our pilgrimage is vain 
- that our footsteps will be erased and forgotten by the ones 
that come limping and gasping behind us. As the world curves, 
all things hurtle about it - like baffled mayflies - in endless 
circles. The horizon we seek is a trick of the eye; and though 
we hasten to reach it, it is the dust we have trodden that shall, 



45 



at day's end, receive us. . . Feeble and sickly of spirit as we are, 
we are bound to become exhausted all the sooner, and in our 
mournful rumination, shake our heads at the poor, deceived 
multitudes that blithely trot past us - whistling like imbeciles 
on their way to nothing. (Feb. 2007) 

{28} It is the hope of death to which I daily cling, and the fear 
of death before which I nightly tremble. I entrust you with a 
superlative feat of understanding when I say this to you; but I 
am positive that you will understand. When I say "death", I 
would do as well to be saying "God", for the esteem with 
which I hold the one, is such that a pious sort would reserve 
only for the other — and when such a one says that he lives in 
fear of his God, it is in the same manner that I live in fear of 
Death; a fear closer to reverence, but not wholly free 
apprehension and dread. I know that my salvation will be 
found only in the Willing and Voluntary Embrace of Death, 
but beyond this certitude, my understanding has its termination 
— and it is swallowed by the same Mystery that brings every 
postulant and every theologian, eventually, to the limit of his 
wits. For, just as the road and the sky will never truly meet — 
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thus it is that the clay of our animal beings, and the weightless 
substance of our spirits, can by no means be fully wedded — 
and if our fear of death is not at last overthrown by our 
determination to meet it, then our determination to avoid death 
will, at last, cause us to be overthrown by the fear of it. Now I 
have reached the point wherein, anticipating Death and 
convinced of Death's insuperable promise as I am, there is 
nothing that I truly fear more than my instinct to survive, and 
the animal urges within myself, whereby the carnal demands of 
Life are satisfied. This has become most evident in my own 
dreams, in which I am chased by the ghastly bugbears — such as 
fertile women, fat infants, grinning idols of prosperity, and 
clutching figures of wanton acquisitiveness — that best represent 
Life, its tedious cycles, and its boorish and repulsive means of 
blind self-perpetuation. (Feb. 2007) 

{29} With all life and all history being merely one brief, 
impecunious cycle unfolding overtop of another, there is no 
quest more meaningless than the pursuit of anything new, and 
nothing more agonizingly futile than the desire to be 
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remarkable — or rather, to be regarded as such by our own 
peers. (Feb. 2007) 

{30} Yes, our thoughts are always in conflict, and no conflict 
is enjoyable. It is easy to blame our intellectual faculties for the 
dissatisfied and always-restless state in which we find ourselves. 
It is easy to long for a state of being in which we could only 
ever do that which comes most naturally to us — being, as the 
animals are, free of doubt, and motivated solely by the most 
basic and incontrovertible of instincts. Life would be easier, 
wouldn't it? Easier and simpler by far! This, really, is why 
people aspire to become Taoists, or Muslims, or Marxists, or, 
by the same stroke, LaVeyan "Satanists", or Gardnerian 
Wiccans, or mere atheistic hedonists. This is why people 
"become" anything: to assign themselves a species, and thereby, 
limit themselves to a predictable and simply-determined set of 
preset instincts — be they rational, or carnal, or seemingly 
divine. It is not and has never been enough to describe oneself 
as Human. We can no more think of ourselves as Human as a 
housecat can think of itself as Feline. Where definitions fail, 
instinct alone succeeds. Believe not your teachers in this regard, 
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nor your parents, nor those who seek to console you under the 
pretense of friendship. Despite what they say, you are what you 
do. When a rock sits, it is called a stone. When it rolls, it is 
called a boulder. When it falls from heaven, it is called a 
meteor. As it does, so is it called. No intelligent person would 
be satisfied merely to be told that a rock is only a rock, any 
more than he would be satisfied in hearing that a human is only 
a human. There are many things that one could call a person 
who acts according to intellectual design; as many things, 
indeed, as the intellect can conceive. But there is only one thing 
to call a person that acts only according to his nature, and that 
is a Brute. It is my intellectual duty to deplore survival, if only 
because my natural self clings to it. It is therefore my 
intellectual duty to love and aspire after Death. It is therefore 
my intellectual duty to die, and to inform all who are ready and 
worthy to learn of their own duty to do the same. Let us no 
longer say, then, that we are of two natures — that we are in 
disagreement with ourselves. Let us say instead that we are of 
only one nature, and only one intellect, and that these are in 
disagreement with each other. Our instinct — which is to fear — 
naturally responds to the latter; but our reason, which holds 
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both instinct and fear in contempt, rebels, and gives us over to 
the joyful contemplation of freedom — and therefore Death. 
What, you wonder, is at the core of Death? What is the 
shrouded treasure that Death contains for those who go 
willingly in search of it? The question, I'm afraid, is self- 
canceling. It is our shallow instincts that tell us that, if there be 
no oysters in the water, we must not dive — for nothing is 
proffered thereby. That is want. That is hunger. That is greed. 

{i} All life is expectation. We do not desire Death 
because we expect something from it. We desire Death because 
it is from expectation itself that we want to be freed. For what 
is the source of our sadness? Easy. . . disappointment. Life 
disappoints us, we disappoint ourselves, we are disappointed by 
others, we find that others are disappointed by us. And what is 
the source of disappointment? Easy. . . expectation. All life is 
expectation. Therefore all life is disappointment. Therefore all 
life is sadness. Therefore Death is our only solace. Therefore 
death holds no expectations, and we hold no expectations of it. 
(Feb. 2007) 
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{31} There is no sin in sadness. What is worst, though, is to 
be sad and alone. And while both sadness and solitude play 
their roles, and take - at certain points - their due places of 
precedence, we should be glad for the chance that we had to be 
sad in each other's company. The memory will serve us well 
when no such sympathetic company can be found, and when 
we are reminded that the only options available to us are to be 
noble outcasts, or public buffoons. We are beautiful, beautiful, 
beautiful. And we are, as you said, painfully sad. That, I 
suppose, is the price of fashion - and for that matter, the price 
of thought. (Feb. 2007) 

{32} Songs. . . what good are songs? Forget the songs. Let's 
have some talk. What on earth am I saying to you in those 
songs of mine? Do I speak? Do you listen? Homer was a singer. 
Sappho, too. Ovid played the lyre, certainly, certainly. David — 
the priest-king — usurpation, rape, murder, adultery. Mostly 
adultery. Forget the adultery. Let's have a song. (Feb. 2007) 

{33} We are, in a word, tormented — by ourselves, by 
everything. I don't know how we ever manage to accustom 



51 



ourselves, even a little, to this confusion. The hours and hours, 
every day, that I spend pacing, stopping, putting my head to the 
wall, pacing, pacing, pacing, stopping, sitting, putting my head 
in my hands, standing, pacing, pacing, circumnavigating rooms, 
windows unshaded, horrible! Pacing, pacing, to the bookshelf, 
books unopened, horrible! Pacing, pacing, to the typewriter, 
books unwritten, horrible! Standing, pacing, pacing, putting my 
head to the wall. The hours I spend. (Feb. 2007) 

{34} I have always marveled at how incensed people become 
when I say something like, "Yeah, so last night, I was sitting in 
my kitchen, with a candle and a nice little snifter of cognac, all 
ready to ram a steak knife through my windpipe — when 
suddenly the phone rang. . ." It's as if he (the person to whom 
I'm talking) has suddenly assumed the whole burden of my 
existence — is carrying it around with him like a dozing infant — 
and the next thing he says will determine the difference 
between my dispatching myself with gruesome efficiency, or 
deciding to wake up the next day whistling and clacking my 
heels together. When I say that my death is my own 
responsibility, it is the unfailing assumption of the recipient of 
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that statement, that I have just foisted the same responsibility 
upon her. Suddenly she is indignant, or else frantic for some 
instant remedy — a big, messy hug for a lifetime of self- 
loathing! (Feb. 2007) 

{35} Thank God for people like S , who know your 

sadness, believe in it, take it silently upon themselves, make it 
their intimate. . . Tears are never wasted on one such as she. 
Even as I am the guardian of your tears, so is she, and you and 
she are the guardians of mine. And thus are all our tears 
contained within the Circle. And when the cup is passed, at 
last, between us. . . our tears will all cease — and all that will be 
left, will be the empty tears of the empty world, falling, 
unguarded, into emptiness. (Feb. 2007) 

{36} I can imagine the three of you rampaging about sad, 
snowy little Phoenicia together, raising loud voices against the 
stoical mountains, viewing the world through your new eyes — 
your newly incredulous eyes, baptized in a Jordan of tears — 
and flinging mouthfuls of rage at the taunting, iron-thick 
horizon, the prison of the atmosphere, the oppressions of air 
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and the scourge of breathing. I am proud of you every moment 
— how you consecrate every sidewalk and snowdrift with your 
footsteps — holding your mirrors to the mouth of this old, 
crippled world — breathlessly gathering the strength to 
intervene. We're waiting for the silence. No more nights of 
laughter and song, no more days of groaning machines, no 
more years of jubilee. We are waiting to run out of breath; 
waiting for the scream to leave our throats; waiting to bring the 
silence to the sidewalks and the snowdrifts, to the mountains, 
to the horizon. The Circle will close, and there will be silence 
inside. (Feb. 2007) 

{37} Really, though — your parents have enough to worry 
about, and the best thing you can do for your own sake and for 
theirs, is to cause them no concern. Be angelic. Reveal nothing. 
You did well when you recounted your day for your mother — 
all the fun you had, the swift hours of blameless glee. Don't 
mire yourself in questions of honesty. You've left out no detail, 
you've concealed no misdoing. We are humans, and we pass 
our days as humans do — nothing is sacred or particular to us 
except a single choice. There are some with whom your sadness 
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must not be shared. There are some that consider it criminal, 
consider it unnatural, consider it a threat. Their illusory 
happiness is menaced by the authenticity of your sadness. The 
same arms that embrace you will hold you down, bind you to a 
bed, cram you full of chemicals — all so that their happiness 
will never suffer interruption on your account. So why cause 
them worry? You know with whom you can confide in this 
world. We know our path, and we must keep it clear from the 
incursion of briars. And if anyone ever says to you, "All I ever 
wanted was for you to be happy," smile your most genuine of 
smiles and say, "But all I ever wanted was to be allowed my 
sadness." And anyway, our crime is not in being sad, but in 
refusing to call that happiness, which is merely diversion from 
sadness. I have been saying for years that the time has come for 
weeping, and you are the only ones to take notice. I never had 
to speak a word. You wept on your own. You wept your way 
into my heart — you wept your way into my Circle — and 
together we will all weep our way into — and out of— history. 
We will weep our way into heaven. Heaven will be our circle, 
and when it rains, they will say that it is us — that we are all up 
there, together, weeping. (Feb. 2007) 



55 



{38} It is my earnest desire that every member of the Circle 
feel equally capable of extending her voice to me. I am real. I 
am present. I am here — with you and for you all. But we must 
not forget for a single moment that the stronger and more 
assured we grow, the louder the whispers will become. They 
will not leave us alone forever. Our Circle is still very weak, and 
it would take next to nothing on the part of the Whisperers to 
lay raging hands upon it, to tear it all to pieces. . . to reduce 
each of us to nothing, to solitude, to aimless non-being. . . We 
are coming upon the Time of Gathering. As I said in my last 
letter to you: unless we at the core of the Circle are buffered by 
"bodies of brick and minds of mortar", the Whisperers can at 
any point — today, tomorrow — reach in and pluck us away, 
dispersing us, rendering us mute, casting us each into our own 
exile. This is sure to happen if we are not barricaded by 
"diversions" — by persons set up around us to create flashes of 
light and thunderous uproars, to cast a rancorous wall of 
concealment around the original Circle that it has been erected 
to defend. I'd like to find a method of stating all of this more 
explicitly - making it all more clear. But everything is so 
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delicate, you see - so terribly fragile - and every word I say will 
be twisted and reemployed later, by those who are listening at 
your door, to bind me to the stake, to kindle the fire beneath 
me. I urge you, in your gathering, to be discriminating, but not 
too discriminating. Our wall, to stand effectively, need not be 
all made up of the same hues. Look first at the countenance, 
and later at the raiment of those you might single out for 
initiation. Seek out sadness in whomever it might exist, to 
whatever degree it might exist. If there is not enough, create 
more. Work subtly. Be cruel if cruelty is required, be charming 
if charm is required. Think only of gathering and of protecting 
your Circle. The time will come when the Bricks will come to 
you and ask where they might be laid. Make totemic use of my 
name and image, and do this not for my sake, but for Our 
Sakes - for the sake of the Circle. The fire we build must be tall 
and bright, if we are to expect the shivering outcasts to see it 
from the midst of the wilderness - to come and warm 
themselves by it. And continue, precisely as you have been, to 
weep for me as if I am dead. Indeed, I am dead. And I can only 
be resurrected by the tears of lovers and strangers mingling 
together. (Feb. 2007) 
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{39} Sometimes the most commonplace words speak the 
loudest. "Sad," for instance, is a marvelous word. There's no 
word like it. I tend to treat it fairly reverentially, actually, and 
only use it when - normally - a literate person would spend 
hours searching for something less intuitive. (Feb. 2007) 

{40} To know what one is seeing, one's eyes must be in focus. 
The horrors of existence and the life/death cycle are worthless 
without perspective. . . a chaotic jumble from which no hope of 
understanding can be derived. Existentialism, I suppose, is an 
effort to view the horror in its natural and naked aspect, 
without the benefit of a shaded lens. The beauty is that, really, 
there is no horror. The horror is that, really, there is no beauty. 
(Mar. 2007) 

{41 } Here are some synonyms for "kill": put to death, slay, 
shed blood; murder, assassinate, butcher, slaughter, immolate; 
massacre, decimate; put an end to; dispatch, do to death, do for 
[colloq.]; hunt, shoot, saber, stab, bayonet, put to the sword. I 
remember why I have found so little use for the Thesaurus 
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(except as an aid to remembering the word "credulous"). There 
is no context. There is no sense of connotation, which is so 
vital to language. If one were not careful, and were merely 
looking for a more interesting way to say "kill", one could 
write: "The young man went upstairs and, in three mighty 
strokes of his rusted hatchet, immolated his sleeping mother." 
Meaning of course that, with his hatchet, he burned his mother 
as a manner of religious sacrifice. I know of no hatchet that can 
accomplish this. (Mar. 2007) 

{42} I try, when designing images to accompany my songs, to 
convey something of the cheapness of the music. It's all so 
horribly rustic and economical, you see — cheap equipment, 
hasty songwriting, no particular attention paid to musicianship, 
nuance. The pleasure of the listener is never even taken into 
account. It's the least I can do to forewarn people by 
representing the music in the most authentically under- 
achieving way possible. It's the only way, really, to maintain 
cohesion between the visual and audible aspects of the work. 
(Mar. 2007) 
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{43} I've lived a long time. Too long, already. I've outstayed 
my welcome - a welcome that was, in fact, never extended. And 
do you know why? Penance. I've stayed to do penance, and to 
convince the world, in my humble, stupid way, how sorry I am 
to have come here, to have interrupted everyone, right when 
they were in the middle of everything, and cry, and walk about, 
and touch things, and make a nuisance of myself, and cause a 
scene, and embarrass my relations. I've stayed to apologize. But 
nobody has had the time to listen to my apology! I apologize, 
and apologize, and apologize, and the herd just moves on, 
looking at the computers in their hands, kicking me to the side. 
They trip over me. "Idiot!" they say. "Yes!" I say, "Yes! I'm an 
idiot! I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" But they are already gone, and my 
apology is to no one. It goes unheard. And so I stay, and so I 
stay, and so I stay. I only want the world to know how truly, 
how truly, truly, truly I hate myself, and how truly sorry I am. 
How truly I hate myself! How sorry I am! Today is March 5th. 
It's too late now to stop it. March 5th has already come, and 
here I am still. I'm waiting to apologize for March 4th. But 
March 4th - it was wasted. I tried all day to properly atone for 
March 3rd, but by the end of the day, I had scarcely begun, and 
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before I knew it, it was March 4th - and I had so much more to 
be sorry for! I'll never catch up! I'll never apologize enough! I'm 
sorry! I hate myself! I'm sorry! I hate myself! I'm sorry! I hate 
myself! Oh god! Please believe me! It's torture! It's torture! It's 
never enough! I only want the world to be convinced how truly 
sorry I am! How I hate myself! And then I swear, I swear I'll go 
away. I'll go away then, I swear, I swear, I swear. I'm sorry! 
(Mar. 2007) 

{44} I was no stranger to the world, nor to the urgings of 
youth, that cause us to despise caution, to embrace Experience 
as the thing most coveted, whether it be found in the bright 
corridors of the proud or the lightless alleyways of the 
wretched. The young care for nothing, so long as the world 
does not think them innocent. Everyone knows what their 
children are up to, in the stadium stands, in the movie theaters, 
in the department store parking lots — broken old lampposts 
flickering and buzzing above them, and in their dormitories — 
daughters fornicating on beds bought by their fathers' lives' 
labors. Everyone knows about these things, and only the 
privileged few have leisure enough to pretend that the youth are 
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not making whores of themselves and fools of their fathers 
whenever the slightest opportunity for sin might be snatched 
between the haunted stirrings of the useless, snoring old maid, 
Virtue. (Mar. 2007) 

{45} I seem to recall a time when such a thing existed as 
chastity. Once there were husbands and wives, lovers and 
mistresses, and love was neither here nor there — it came when 
it came, whether one wanted it to come or not, and when one 
gave it away, one never got it back. I remember when each 
traveler sang of having his "own true love" — some poorly- 
matched shepherdess, some baron's daughter in a duke's bed, 
some sullen tavern wench with soot on her heel and stains on 
her frock. And as long as he sang of her, as long as he traced 
her features in the stars, and as long as she did the same for 
him, they were chaste, and they were good, and virtue was 
always with them, though justice lay moldering in some shallow 
roadside grave. 2 (Mar. 2007) 



2 Excerpted from the essay "Chastity," written in March, 2007. 
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{46} Love, you will discover, has little to do with real 
fondness or appreciation, and much to do with necessity and 
mere attachment. One does not very often experience the 
feeling of love; as if love can be felt in any describable 
emotional sense. Love is an act. It is either expressed or it is 
not. (Mar. 2007) 

{47} Nothing compares to the magnetism exerted by "home," 
which is not, in fact a place, but a person, or a number of 
people. Humanity began as roving nomadic family groups. 
Wherever they went, they went together, and wherever their 
footsteps led them, they were home in each other's company. 
You may consider this a quaint thing to say, but investigate it - 
investigate yourself - and you will find it to be true. Life is a 
very terrible, painful, and exhausting thing. Every time I am 
alone, I ask myself very seriously why I should not take leave of 
it. But place me in the presence of you and your fellow 
correspondents - or in the presence of my wife and my 
daughter - or of my brother, who does not even know that I 
love him anymore - and, while my doubts linger, my spirit takes 
courage, and I take my breaths with a resolution that did not 
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exist in my solitude. Ask yourself then, if our Circle is worth 
preserving, and you will realize that - by merely bringing it to 
mind - the hand that you would have willingly raised against 
yourself is stayed, and you are anxious - desperate - to find 
yourself renewed again in the company of your friends, your 
Circle, your home. It is your loneliness that terrorizes you. It is 
difficult to explain, but all that I have done, I have done out of 
loneliness. (Mar. 2007) 

{48} Our worlds - they orbit, but so rarely do they collide. 
(Bloop, bloop, bloop.) These are my radio signals. (Bloop, 
bloop, bloop.) I sent them years ago. They are meaningless and 
archaic now. They shatter like glass upon walls of geocentric 
apathy. (Bloop, bloop, bloop.) I am a dead planet. I am a 
loping satellite. The asteroids have pocked my surface so that I 
always seem to be weeping. It is difficult for you to believe that 
I possess another side, which is darker even than the one you 
see. (Bloop, bloop, bloop.) My schemes are impotent. You can 
see the stitches in my costume. The point of my lightning bolt- 
shaped chest emblem has become detached; it's flapping 
around. It casts a shadow. Everybody sees it. Everybody laughs. 
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Nobody fixes it. I stand around with makeup on my eyes, in 
my comical skull-cap, my sleeveless tunic. I stand around with 
my ear to the radio. (Bloop, bloop, bloop.) My hand is on the 
dial. I turn it, it pops off. I replace it hurriedly, casting my eyes 
about at the snickers wafting in from beyond the big lights. I 
turn it the other way. Nothing happens. Nothing is supposed 
to happen. I pretend to be pleased - my eyebrows arched, my 
smile twisted, malignant, contemptuous. I am a despot. I have 
made slaves of my people. I have a "negative attitude" that 
"bums out" the cosmos. Kids shoot at the television screens 
with their plastic-handled cap guns whenever I come on the 
screen. Your legs are curled up beneath you on the couch. 
You've got the sound effect memorized. "Bloop, bloop, 
bloop," you say. You've forgotten what you were about to draw 
in your little book. You lift your eyes to the screen, and there 
am I, a billion light years away from you, my hand on the dial, 
my ear to the radio, perversely smiling. "Egad," you think, 
"Does he never move from that radio? Doesn't he know that 
he's alone - that he's losing? His hired guns are hapless clowns! 
He is friendless on his own world, friendless on ours." But you 
don't understand. I've put my life into this radio. I've got half 
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an hour to prove that this stupid little dial actually does 
something. And your plastic-handled guns, they wound me. 
They do. I am as I have been cast. I'm ugly, and I'm lonely, and 
I'm losing, and you must understand that nobody could say 
these lines and make them sound authentic. My paramour and 
I, there is no love between us. Her obverse pyramid-shaped 
breasts terrify me. Her cheek bones are exotic and grotesque. I 
prefer soft women — like the redheaded one over there, tied to 
the chair, saying "You fiend!" with her eyes. (Bloop, bloop, 
bloop.) (Mar. 2007) 

{49} I won't ask you to believe that any earthly thing - 
including our Circle - is not subject to the natural systems of 
decay, disintegration, and transience, which - in their time, even 
the immortal stones obey. There will come a day for both of 
us, when we have much to remember, and little to anticipate. I 
do not know whether, when my hour comes to cower at the 
jaws of nothingness, you will be there - to fill the air with vain 
sobs, after my last breath has died upon the wind. I hope you 
will. You and I both chafe against our own brambles. It is the 
character of pain to be solitary, and to deceive the sufferer into 
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believing that she suffers alone. If we rage and swear whilst 
struggling to extricate ourselves from the briars that entangle 
us, it is only so that, when at last we are liberated, we may find 
comfort again in the company of those against whom our 
curses were thoughtlessly cast. (Mar. 2007) 

{50} Given the choice, I would not come off as "immature." 
But the doe escapes not the bullet by thinking she is a 
catamount. And for myself, I do not love any person who 
might be described as "formidable." It does no good to 
frighten me, although I may easily be charmed, and even more 
easily flattered. This makes me, in fact, the very weakest of 
men. But I have an excuse. I am weak because I want the world 
to kill me. (Mar. 2007) 

{51} The answer to the question, "Why are we all here?" is 
perhaps so simple as to be dismissed on principle. Humans 
form societies. We are here to be together, and to be of 
comfort and benefit to each other — each of us in our own way, 
according to our own abilities. This is the most natural thing in 
the world — but as the world we devise for ourselves as a species 
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becomes less and less natural, our places in the world become 
less natural as well, and sensitive persons like us tend to 
conclude — after much fruitless casting about — that we possess 
no natural place in this unnatural world, and have no help to 
offer this aberrant society. But you and I are kin, and if nothing 
else, we should be assured of our usefulness to each other, and 
to the others — members of our Circle both present and 
undiscovered. Because we are human, and humans form 
societies. Even hermits and ascetics form societies of fellow 
hermits and fellow ascetics; even they build hermitages and 
convents. "Nemo Solus Ire." (Mar. 2007) 

{52} Since my days of stealing crosses from graveyards and 
writing sacrilegious rants I haven't budged an inch. My friend — 
the one who helped me steal crosses from graveyards — used to 
taunt me by saying that I'd never leave Kingston. He was 
wrong. I left Kingston. I lived in Phoenicia, I lived in 
Saugerties. But then I came back. I came back to the same 
street, and now, to the same job. I have, at least, a different 
wife. I pretend to be disgusted with myself. Out of some self- 
imposed civil convention, I make a show of saying "Alas! Alas," 
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when, in fact, I am neither pleased nor displeased. There was a 
time when all of this would have seemed to me ironic. But, you 
see, the mistake that we've all been making is that there is no 
"irony." And there is no "coincidence". These are ways that 
people have found to avoid the appalling inevitability of 
moving in circles. In this way, people can see what they have 
always seen, do what they have always done, and always be able 
to exculpate themselves by saying, "What a surprise! It's 
happened again." Shaking their heads and rubbing their jaws, 
they look about in wonderment and murmur, "Somebody's 
played a trick." 

{i} My father used to fill me with contradictions. On 
one hand, he'd say that "God has a sense of humor," every time 
something unfortunate happened. I took this to mean that God 
had an unfortunate sense of humor. Then he'd say, "Nature 
contains no straight lines." By this I inferred that nothing was 
predictable, nothing was sharply defined — nothing was even. I 
never knew, therefore, how much trust to place in the Deity's 
love of mischief. How was I to call the world unpredictable, if I 
could rightly expect every circumstance to end in what was 
supposed to be bitter irony? This must be the origin of the 
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notion of karma. But this is no more a matter of cosmic 
"justice" than it can be called "just" that season follows upon 
season, and day follows upon night. What does a man do who 
is lost in the desert? He walks in circles. We are all lost. We are 
all walking in circles. Justice is blind. Justice walks in circles. 
The earth, the sun, the planets, the moons, the comets, they all 
move in circles. The universe, it has been proved, is circular. It 
is not "coincidental" that the moon passes each month 
according to the same phases. It is not "ironic" that the days 
grow shorter with the coming of winter. How, then, could it be 
"coincidental" or "ironic" that I have come to the same squalid 
end, having followed the same squalid orbit upon which I was 
set at birth? (Mar. 2007) 

{53} I have firmly concluded that - until a better reason 
presents itself - I have no better excuse for living than merely to 
compile a record of my own existence. I am not convinced that 
this is the only reason for anybody else to exist; the principle 
applies only to me, because I am not fit to impose it upon 
anyone else. For the moment, however, I beg that you allow it 
to suffice for you as well. The day may well come when you are 
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presented with the opportunity to do something far greater - to 
ascend to a higher purpose. But for now, you have only your 
own life, your own thoughts, and your own words to attend to. 
While others are satisfied to preserve themselves temporarily by 
contenting themselves with survival, do as I do, and work to 
preserve yourself permanently by concerning yourself with 
posterity. In other words, create. We are not defined by that 
which we propose to be in the future. We are defined by that 
which we realize, in looking backward, we have always been in 
the past. America has ruined us because it is always looking 
forward, into the unknowable, and therefore, the irrelevant. 
America has poisoned us with its ambition. (Mar. 2007) 

{54} The young take religion very seriously, and the process of 
falling away from it can be most harrowing. I speak, of course, 
from experience. I was dismissed from two different Christian 
camps for inciting my fellow campers to the worship of the 
Evil One. In one memorable instance, I staged a counter-service 
in the Devil's name, in the midst of a service being held in the 
name of the Creator. I was somehow able to persuade a number 
of my associates to join me in raising a raucous salute to the 
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Prince of Darkness while praises were being intonated to his 
adversary. The confusion was something to be remembered. If I 
succeeded in anything, though, it was in making evident what 
many of the youths in attendance had suspected as being 
imaginary: namely, the existence of Lucifer and the reality of 
his earthly enterprise. I do not think, if there really were a 
Devil, that he would ever forgive me for the years I spent 
bumbling about in his service, making an ass of myself, and a 
mockery of him. (Mar. 2007) 

{55} The first thing that one must do, when one finds oneself 
taking advantage of an opportunity for reflection, is to reflect 
upon the very nature of reflection, and to conclude - rightly - 
that it is little more than a trick of the senses. The "truth", 
however vivid, is insubstantial and harmless. One approaches a 
mirror for two reasons: the first is vanity, which is abhorrent; 
the second is contempt, which is destructive and unprofitable. 
One never leaves one's reflection in a more virtuous state than 
that in which one found it. That is the basic error in seeking 
evidence of one's self in one's surroundings, or in anything 
external. Paying reference, I suppose, to Plato's infamous Cave 
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of Forms, each tree is a reflection of all trees, each river a 
reflection of all rivers, each cow a reflection of all cows, and 
each person a reflection of all persons. To reflect upon oneself 
— really — is hopeless. We select all that we are from among the 
virtues we perceive in others. We have nothing to learn, in 
other words, from those virtues — or those deficits — we see and 
know in ourselves. If we do not yet know enough about 
ourselves, it is only because we do not yet know enough about 
others. (Mar. 2007) 

{56} I question whether it is right for you to ascribe the 
ugliness of your world to its unchanging nature. The most 
beautiful parts of the world, I have discovered, are also the 
most constant. The most revolutionary truths are the ones that 
have never been anything but irrefutably obvious. Change — you 
need not worry — is inevitable. It will come whether you seek it 
or not. If you do nothing else but lie in your bed and wait for 
it, it will come. But our purpose as intellectuals, as lovers of 
thought and truth and knowledge, is not to be swept away by 
change, but to discover the Constant, and bind ourselves to it. 
That is why we have so little use for "news" and so much use 
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for "history." We don't look for the reflection; we look for 
what is being reflected. (Mar. 2007) 

{57} For myself, I have seen no evidence of teenagers 
possessing their own culture. What they have is peculiar and 
incontinent buying habits, along with the comparative leisure 
necessary to become preoccupied with concerns that an adult - 
who is chiefly interested in material ambition and plain survival 
- would consider, at best, secondary. Teenagers are indeed 
oppressed. They are oppressed by boredom, and for this their 
guardians in society are only partly to blame. Really, boredom 
has little to do with external factors, and everything to do with 
one's internal state. It is a result of morbid self-interest. When 
we are young, we somehow expect that there is enough within 
us to keep us occupied with ourselves, with so-called self- 
exploration and self-discovery. It is upon realizing our own 
hollowness, and realizing that our hollowness is a reflection of 
the hollowness of society (and vice versa), that we become 
bored, and restless, and eventually, enraged. (Mar. 2007) 
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{58} Remember what we were speaking about the other night? 
I alluded to the old implausibility of 90 percent of matter (I 
don't know the real figure) being empty space and dark matter, 
which is measured as the absence of verifiable matter. We find, 
as we advance in scientific discovery, that the "real" is - in fact 
- a metaphor for the abstract. We are ourselves 90 percent 
empty space, and when the fact strikes us, we find ourselves 
desperate and overcome with the notion that we could, at any 
instant, simply fly apart. We have no means of defining or even 
analyzing that which makes up the better part of our internal 
(some may say, spiritual) substance. I put forth the rather 
tedious suggestion, when we last spoke, that the "empty space" 
was not - in fact - empty, but was somehow filled with - and 
definable as - divinity. In other words, the conscious effort of 
the Creator or some Higher Power to maintain that which 
should otherwise disintegrate. This, again, could be accepted as 
a metaphor for ourselves. That which we actually know of 
ourselves - our history, our physical needs, our likes and 
dislikes, does not add up to a whole person. What connects 
these elements - what binds them together and makes them 
something that we recognize as being human - is the divinity 
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within us, or otherwise, our soul. We are, in other words, 10 
percent animal and 90 percent ethereal. It is by neglecting the 
greater part of ourselves, and laying the whole burden of our 
existence and meaning upon our animal portion, that we allow - 
and in fact - cause ourselves to become unhappy. We feel 
ourselves to be dying because we have given so miniscule a 
portion of ourselves permission to live. (Mar. 2007) 

{59} We are bound to the mundane as flies to sap. But 
someday, somebody will read those things which we call 
mundane, and seeing our quintessential fly-ness, and the 
glorious amber in which we are encased, consider it very 
wonderful, and trumpet it as proof that the most beautiful 
parts of man, are the most changeless, and therefore, the most 
mundane. (Mar. 2007) 

{60} I am no Prophet with His Waist Girded in the Muddy 
Jordan, and the doves I would call down upon the Daughters of 
God and Man are invariably the color of ravens. And these 
clumsy fingers are not even worthy to lace my own sandals, as 
made evident by the number of times that I have stumbled, and 
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drowned those beatified few that Heaven sent me to baptize. 
(Mar. 2007) 

{61} I have never been capable of writing for my own sake. 
The epistle is - or so far has been - my natural form. My wife 
prefers to think of me in my dark little study, chewing on a 
toothpick and pecking vast sheets of nothing out for the sake 
of vast crowds of nobodies, writing nothing of particular for 
nobody in particular, like all the great authors of the modern 
age. But I understand my capacities better than my wife does, 
and I know, after a quarter- century of life, what I can and 
cannot or will and will not do. I will never be suited for 
addressing the masses. My only talent, and my only desire, is 
for communicating with the Individual. . . even if that which I 
communicate may be construed as universal. Even if I spend the 
rest of my life writing letters to myself, back and forth like a 
madman, I will never be contended with anything other than 
correspondence, and the humble exhilaration of intellectual 
exchange. I do not pretend to have anything to say to the 
Whole World. (Mar. 2007) 
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{62} I am guilty of many contradictions. For this two things 
may be held to account: first, my own ignorance, stupidity, and 
irresolution; and second, the fact that the presence of 
Contradiction is the best way we possess of recognizing an 
incomprehensible Truth. The truth is vast. Although we may 
well be capable of seeing both sides of it, we are relegated, by 
our insignificance, to exploring it from one angle at a time. We 
may describe both sides perfectly, and still have to admit, in 
conclusion, that one side is no more or less true than its 
opposite. We are forced, eventually, to adopt the perspective 
that is most convenient, whilst suffering under the knowledge 
that it is only partially true. If men were all capable of serving 
the same truth together, in perfect unison, there would be 
nothing remaining to separate us from Divinity. Of course, we 
should hold this as the ideal, and hope for the grace to aspire to 
it ourselves - but it would be foolhardy of us to allow such an 
aspiration to cloud our understanding of the actual human 
condition. To transcend our own limitations is not to be 
invulnerable to the limitations of our fellows. If there is any 
good excuse to become a hermit, it is this. We may all be 
groping about in the darkness, but at least we know that there 
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is less to trip over in an empty room. It is not necessary for you 
to recognize Divinity, so long as others recognize Divinity in 
you. If there is no Divinity to be found in you, then you know 
at once that you are furthest from It. There are a trillion ways 
to understand God. The best way that we have found so far is 
to understand God as merciful. If we know that the best God is 
a merciful God, then we know that the best way to God is to 
be merciful. Therefore - be merciful. (Mar. 2007) 

{63} What shall we do about the world? What shall we do 
about ourselves? More love, mercy, and forgiveness is required 
of me than I am worthy to give. More love, mercy, and 
forgiveness is offered to me than I am worthy to accept. 
Everyone is dying! The air is filled with the screaming and 
laughing of souls. The fat Chinese Buddha has devoured the 
skinny Indian Buddha. The happy Protestant Jesus is standing 
on the face of the sorrowful Catholic Jesus. Everything is out of 
place, and everything out of proportion. The sun is swollen - 
the oceans are inflating - the continents balloon and overlap. 
We are crossing the oceans on the floating carcasses of our 
poor. We are the carcasses. There are no more oceans. I love 
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you with the love of animals. I love you with the love of Satan. 
I love you with the heart of Gomorrah that burns and is black. 
I have burned my heart and turned it black. God is as great as 
the distance between us. God loves you more than I ever could. 
I'm tired of running and tired of being still. I'm tired of living 
and tired of refusing to live. I see a crucifix, and I can't hold 
back my tears. I'm tired of wearing this centurion's armor. This 
LOVE.' It crawls like a sea of magma! It's making amethyst and 
onyx of everything! (Mar. 2007) 

{64} It is the unfortunate truth that the only comfort I can 
offer is the weightless comfort of words, which themselves 
convey the most impalpable of thoughts. It would be better if I 
could offer you something like companionship — which I can, if 
only of the most strictly intellectual, and therefore least 
emotionally edifying variety. I will not, in any case, insult you 
by pretending to possess — or presuming to extend — anything 
resembling advice. Advice is something given by experts, and I 
am an expert neither in the subject of high school, nor, for that 
matter, in the subject of life. The problem of your exasperation 
with your present circumstances is not attributable to a concise 
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cause, and can benefit from no pretense of a concise solution. 
Since it is not a single thorn from which you suffer, but a 
rampant dispersion of innumerable stinging blights, I hope that 
you will forgive me for resorting, as modest men must, to the 
homely refuge of timeless generalities. There is one thing, in 
this society of ours, that is true of nearly everyone comprising 
it: that we are all weary to the point of tears of hearing 
ourselves complain. The most propitious of circumstances 
contain, it seems, no fewer options for malaise and 
discontentment, than the dreariest dredges of abject misfortune. 
Contentment — and the possibility of contentment — seems 
always to be the privilege of the stranger; and seldom do you 
realize that the stranger looks enviously upon you and says, as 
we you of him, "How content she must be!" This can only 
mean (and the point is obvious enough) that we are all 
strangers to ourselves. For anyone who knows the Heart of 
Man, knows that it is never happy. Like birds flitting from 
branch to branch, ceaselessly pecking the barren ground, and 
chirping our brief songs into the uncaring emptiness, we are 
never at rest — we are never sated. And yet do we observe the 
busy lives of the nervous little starlings, and vex ourselves with 
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imagining how contented they must be! If there remained in me 
the scarcest mote of innocence, I could look upon you — with 
all of your beauty, all of your youth, all of your blessed 
attributes — and conclude, without a whisper of a doubt, that 
you must be the happiest creature on earth. There is nothing in 
you or about you that could be deemed unfortunate. Except, of 
course, that you are human, and humans are never happy. Since 
I am not innocent, however, I cannot rationally expect you not 
to be unhappy. I can desire it, of course, but only insofar as I 
am conscious of the desire being nothing but fond pretense and 
kindhearted vanity. Were it possible that my saying "Be not 
unhappy" would succeed in actually allaying your unhappiness, 
if even for the most insignificant sliver of an instant, I would 
say it until my tongue fell limp within my cheek — I would 
write it until my fingers turned gray and rigid as shale. "Be not 
unhappy!" Though it does neither of us any great good to wish 
away your unhappiness, it will do us still less good — and in 
fact incalculable harm — NOT to ardently wish away your 
hatred. To know that you are unhappy causes me no surprise, 
and only a little anguish. But to hear that you are willingly and 
actively succumbing to — and even giving wean to — so 



82 



grotesque a sentiment as real hate, is beyond my threshold of 
sufferance. The world has more than its share of hatred from 
the ignorant and unbeautiful already. What it needs from you 
is hope, charity, and — if you will believe it — love. Hatred is the 
offspring of stupidity — it is born of misunderstanding and fed 
by willful blindness. Hatred corrupts everything, improves 
nothing. 

{i} This is all very simple, of course. I need not bore 
you with a tiresome confession of the years that I myself 
squandered as a pawn to Hatred, except to say that a more 
regrettable waste could not easily be imagined. It may seem 
natural enough to despise the odious confinements of your 
school, of your town, even of the tedious society to which Fate 
has assigned you. It may seem impossible not to desire 
something else, to look — as I said in that dreadful song of 
mine 3 — for "something more." And I have told you, or rather 
warned you, in a previous missive, that change will find you 
whether or not it is sought. But there is no mode of existence, 
no condition whatsoever, by which the wise cannot grow in 
wisdom, nor the generous advance in generosity. Hating — or 



3 "Love in a Psych Ward", Etc. : Rare Recordings and Re-recordings , 2007. 
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claiming to hate — the condition in which Providence has 
placed you, however insufferable it may be, advances you in 
nothing, but rather binds you to bitterness, to inertia, to 
restlessness and intellectual decay. Hatred is the instant route, 
and the mortal precursor, to that which — inwardly — we regard 
as most terrible: death without slumber — Weeping and 
Gnashing of Teeth. Anyway, I do not believe — even for a 
moment — that your feelings for your school and for the masses 
that lope through its halls are as dire as real hatred, however 
frustrated you are. It is more likely that you are suffering from 
impatience. . . mere impatience. But look again to the starling, 
who is impatient, upon reaching one limb, to go hopping to 
another — and so from limb to limb, tree to tree, until its little 
life is all spent away, and it falls to the dust, anonymous to all 
but God. And so we are all impatient for the same thing, and 
earn, by our impatience, the same inexorable result. And no one 
truly knows us but God, in the presence of Whom, there can 
be no hatred. (Mar. 2007) 

{65} It is unfair that love should ever have to be measured or 
quantified. I'm not sure whether S and I love you wholly. I 
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don't know what "whole" love amounts to, or how it might be 
differentiated from "partial love". As far as I know, once I love 
someone, I love him or her wholly. To love someone a little is 
merely to like him, and that, after all, is not love. Love, in other 
words, ceases to be what it is, if it is anything but absolute. 
(Mar. 2007) 

{66} It is in poor taste, I think, to waste any time in judging 
the dead. We may examine them, of course, and decide 
according to our pleasure: but the sentence we pass is reflexive 
by virtue of its superfluity. To call a dead man a tyrant, is only 
to make a tyrant of ourselves: a bawling and impotent one at 
that. (Apr. 2007) 

{67} Naturally, the goodness of a ruler is to be decided by the 
happiness of his people. I have seen no evidence to suggest that 
the people of Turkmenistan 4 are any more or less happy than 
people anywhere else. There is little doubt that most of them 
wish they could be richer: who does not? Even the rich in 



4 A small, formerly Soviet Central Asian country, until recently ruled by the late 
dictator Saparmurat Niyazov. 
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America want to be richer, and if they could, they would 
become richer at the expense of people like those in 
Turkmenistan. But would doing so make them any happier? 
Does the question even need to be asked? A good ruler knows 
that the ability to accrue inordinate wealth leads only to the 
spiritual and cultural corruption of his people; it leads to 
psychic cannibalism, festering jealousies, and injustices of the 
most horrid, perfidious sort. The best ruler demands so much 
tribute from his people, that they can scarcely consider 
demanding tribute from each other. If a ruler allows one of his 
citizens to become rich enough to raise an army of his own, 
leaving himself open to rebellion and overthrow, how could he 
not be deemed unworthy of his post? Does a shepherd worthy 
of his name nod and snore while marauders and coyotes carry 
off his flock? How can one expect the respect of one's people, 
without first commanding the fear of one's own court? What 
sickens me is that the disdain that was dumped upon Niyazov 
during his presidency was of a sort that, in the past, was 
reserved for Imperialists. Nero, Napoleon, Hitler, Hussein: 
these were men that were not content to be tyrants in their 
lands only; they spilled the blood of others in their efforts to 
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expand their tyranny beyond its natural bounds. Even President 
Bush could be condemned in this regard. But Niyazov was 
innocent. Niyazov was isolationist. He asked no more than 
what was originally due him, and this was a nation of unified 
and loyal Turkmens, reasonably satisfied with their own 
traditions, and fully assured of their own culture. He saw the 
void that they were in danger of falling into, and he filled it 
with Himself. And then he stopped. He went no further. He 
ascended to the summit of arrogance, planted his flag there, and 
let it wave in peace - visible but unthreatening to the peaks 
surrounding his own. Niyazov was remarkable not for his 
excesses, but for his angelic reserve. He could have made his 
country "rich" according to the standards of the West: instead 
he tried to make it beautiful according to the standards of the 
poets he revered. He could have allowed his people to sell their 
dignity and immolate their culture. But they had begun as poor 
field-dwellers, and he knew that - despite the clamoring of the 
outside world - they would be happiest to remain that way. He 
could have allowed them to wander unaided, open to the 
salacious suggestions of slavering profit-mongers. Instead he 
gave them a Face of gold, a book of Virtue, and a voice of 
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Temperance. Shall we allow ourselves to be blinded to all this, 
by a few human flaws, a fleck of folly, a chip of conceit? Even 
Moses could not stop his freedmen from grumbling and the 
unassailable Lincoln was loved by only half of his people. But 
all of this should be too obvious to require saying. (Apr. 2007) 

{68} I have only one thing to say against Communists myself, 
and that is that they are wrong. Utterly wrong. As wrong, in 
fact, as Democrats. As wrong as any Mass Movement that 
attempts to shuffle humanity into any confining extreme, any 
definably succinct ideology. Every human being must be free to 
exercise his individuality within the limits of his naturally- 
endowed station. A ruler has only two functions: first, to 
defend his own authority, and second, to uphold the hierarchy 
atop which that authority has been established. Equality is a 
synonym for anarchy, and anarchy is a heretical pseudo-idea 
that is not and has never been tolerated in nature. Or has 
anyone among us watched a field mouse weep about "equality" 
over a heap of owl pellets? Well, the Communists are right 
about one thing. The Bourgeois are the enemies of God and the 
devourers of man. They are History's greatest mistake. She has 



seen Her error, and She is even now going about the gruesome 
business of erasing the middle classes. You and I will 
undoubtedly be the victims of this purgation, and if we have 
any wisdom, we ought to thank Heaven for it. You think that I 
am a Darwinian, but nothing could be further from the truth. 
You think that I am a Nietzschean, but nothing could be more 
absurd. No, I am a peasant, vomiting my disgust at the peasants 
around me, who have crowned themselves false kings, and 
demanded taxes of their siblings - who have wrapped 
themselves in false robes, and demanded tithes of their kinsfolk. 
I am the man who lies in the center of the highway - waiting on 
the voice of God, while wealth-laden trucks, frantic commuters, 
and cruisers after pleasure line up on either side of me, crushing 
my fingers beneath their tires, and blasting their horns in my 
ears. (Mar. 2007) 

{69} A few days ago, a man named Spencer Tunick increased 
his already considerable fame, by photographing 18,000 people 
standing naked together in a public square of Mexico City. 
They came - 18,000 of them - and when he told them to, they 
took off their clothes, and he took their photograph, and he 
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shouted orders at them through a megaphone. "Everyone pick 
up a stone," Spencer Tunick shouted. And the naked people all 
picked up stones. "Everyone salute," Spencer Tunick shouted. 
The naked people all saluted. "Lie down," Spencer Tunick 
shouted, "Face north." The naked people all lay down and 
faced north. And when Spencer Tunick had taken all the 
photographs he wanted to, he dismissed them, and they put 
their clothes on, and they went away. Soon these photographs 
will be in a gallery, and they will sell for hundreds of thousands 
of dollars, and Spencer Tunick will take all of the money, and 
if he ever meets anyone on the street who had been among the 
18,000, she will recognize Spencer Tunick, but Spencer 
Tunick will not recognize her. Spencer Tunick will be in a 
hurry, going somewhere to spend the money that he had made 
off of her nakedness. The point I'm making is not about 
money, nor is it about nudity. Everyone interviewed in the 
crowd, and Spencer Tunick himself, said that this was an act of 
"liberation" and "freedom." Nobody seemed to acknowledge 
that they had all taken off their clothes and submitted 
themselves to the authority of Spencer Tunick; they had 
abandoned their individuality to assimilate into his subservient 
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animal mass. They had bent to his fame, bent to his camera, 
bent to their own instinct to follow the herd, though it meant 
renouncing their dignity, their identity, their wholeness. There, 
in the shadow of Mexico's oldest cathedral, they annihilated 
within themselves everything that made them sacred. If it is that 
easy for 18,000 people to take off their clothes and salute for a 
man with a camera, how much easier would it be for 18,000 
people to strap on swastikas and raise their palms for a man 
with a promise? It's a vulgar analogy, I realize. But the Truth of 
the Masses is always ugly, just as the human form, when shown 
as a mass, is always ugly. Even Hitler had his beautiful aspect, 
when he was alone. (Apr. 2007) 

{70} Yes, the world is full of advice. Empty advice for an 
empty world full of empty people. Since you have been in a 
position to listen to God lately, I will venture to guess that God 
has been saying what God has always said, from the beginning 
of time, in that perfect and terrible murmur of His: 
"Compassion...compassion... compassion." There is nobody on 
Earth who is beyond the reach of compassion. When we empty 
ourselves of the emptiness of the world, and fill ourselves with 
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the fullness of compassion, the world itself becomes full, and 
we ourselves become an antidote to the emptiness. Nothing 
fails that is done in the name of God, that is Love, that is 
Compassion. (Apr. 2007) 

{ 7 1 } I misled you when I said that I flee from churches. I am 
predictably transfixed by all sacred places, so long as they are 
not these modern "worship centers" with their long halls of 
fluorescent lighting, water fountains and office-building 
carpeting. It is not the buildings I flee from, but the people - 
the congregations themselves. I cannot stand to approach God 
in the company of others. I'm too selfish, too abashed, too 
corrupt, too vain. I distrust the devotion of the masses; I can 
never tell if the sublimity I feel is a result of Christ- 
consciousness or crowd-consciousness. I always depart feeling 
emptier and more foolish than when I entered. These are, in the 
end, only flimsy excuses for my sheepish refusal to look 
Divinity in the face, and to surrender those things which cause 
me to hate myself. If I did not hate myself, "myself as a 
concept would end. If not for self-hatred, I would have no 
regard for myself at all. I see the life-raft, and am too entranced 
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with the romance of drowning to take hold of it. And now you 
are one of the hundreds who have gathered at the bow of the 
ship, leaning forward against the railing and shouting, "You 
fool!" You don't understand. I want you to watch me drown. 
That's why I let myself fall overboard in the first place. (May 
2007^ 



{72} To say that you have written the best play in the world 
and deleted it, is, admittedly, better than saying that you have 
written the best play in the world, and can find nobody to 
produce it. Either way, you will find somebody to pity you, and 
somebody to excoriate you. The day is coming when all plays 
will be deleted, and the only thing that will matter, will be the 
Spirit in which they were written. We are damned who call our 
words gold, and shape them into calves. (May 2007) 

{73} I'm tired of writing letters. There is something 
discouraging and relentless about spending all one's time 
writing only things that invite reply, as it invariably results in 
the obsolescence of the thing being replied to. By considering 
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me worthy of your correspondence, you are making me 
irrelevant. We cancel each other by our affirmations. You and I 
are parasites. True love is recognizable only as anguish. (May 
2007) 

{74} Someone once told me that I was "too kind" after I had 
made her drunk and filled her mouth with the maggots that 
had been feeding on my soul. This, too, became a song. (May 
2007) 

{75} I have tried, because I love you, to take you always at 
your word. If this has led me into error (and it has), and made 
of me a poltroon, then I stand not to be forgiven, but to 
forgive. Then again, there is no such thing, in girls, as being 
guilty of too much discretion. Nor is it possible for a man to 
have an overabundance of faith. We find our highest nobility in 
the pillory of our virtues. I am no longer the pragmatist that I 
once was. It is as great a demonstration of ignorance to profess 
disappointment, as it is to renounce hope. (May 2007) 
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{76} If I could raise my hand and call all human life to an end 
right now, at this moment, I surely would. If I could fasten 
stocks about your heart so that you could never fall in love, I 
promise I would. If I could write something that would deceive 
you into believing that your life made sense, I would write it 
without hesitating. But your life does make sense to you, and so 
I am the one who needs deceiving. And these drugs that people 
take - perhaps they're not such bad things. Perhaps the only 
way to be comfortable in a world that subsists upon false 
stimulation, is to stimulate oneself falsely. It is, after all, only 
fighting one illusion with another. (May 2007) 

{77} I am, to a point, inanimate. You are the historians, and I 
am the artifact. You are the biologists, and I am the bacteria. I 
speak to you from within yourselves. You assign me a voice 
from the lectern of your experience. I am mute: I am ancient: I 
am intrinsic: I am alien: I await definition: I am the unknown 
quantity: It would do no good to tell me what I am. Words are 
wasted on me. Love is wasted on me. Take what you know of 
me and use it elsewhere. I have a popular name and a Latin 
name. You are my Latin name. My popular name is a 
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misnomer, which has me confused with another species. I have 
no name for myself Names are wasted on me. Knowledge is 
wasted on me. This said: I demand to know what you know of 
me. (June 2007) 

{78} Everything we do, we do alone. Everywhere we go, we go 
alone. Our motto, { "Nemo Solus Ire," } you must understand, 
is only operative within an exceptionally limited context: 
namely, that of death. We have little choice but to live apart, 
act apart, think apart, laugh apart, weep apart. The vow that 
binds us together is the vow that keeps us apart. (June 2007) 

{79} I was reading about the history of the Benevolent and 
Protective Order of the Elks the other day. The founders 
started out by calling themselves the "Jolly Corks", in reference 
to a practical joke they had shared while getting drunk on beer. 
It was originally a social club for musicians and stage actors. Its 
founder, Charles Vivian, wanted it to remain a theatrical club; 
but he was out-voted by the other members, who wanted it to 
be full-fledged fraternal order. Vivian left, and died several 
years later of pneumonia. The BPOE have an enormous manor- 
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house less than a block away from where I live, in which they 
hold pig-roasts, games of Bingo, and other patriotic gatherings. 
It's incredible how a little joke can go so wrong. (June 2007) 

{80} You don't know how, on these lonely nights, when my 
daughter breathes softly into her pillow, I plod down to my 
office, and open that drawer, and ruminate upon the meaning 
of my being granted the fortune of knowing you. Your 
brilliance is my greatest joy and my greatest torment. Yet I 
know that human life is fragile and short, and that the human 
heart is prone to error, and that the human hand is prone to 
cruelty. I want to save you from everything. I want to be your 
only protector. Failure, I know, is inevitable. If only there were 
a landmine I could step on. I am oppressed even by those 
things that bring me gladness. (June 2007) 

{ 8 1 } I wake up every morning horrified that I am still wearing 
this human skin, and at the same time, dreading that I do not 
deserve to wear it. I understand myself only well enough to hate 
everything I am. (June 2007) 
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{ 82 } Whiskey is not a breeder of lies. It frees the mind from 
worry so that the unspoken truth can be spoken, however 
importunate or potentially destructive the truth may be. 
Whiskey is a poor keeper of secrets. It bares one's heart to the 
rain and the wind, and gives it over to the pecking of crows. 
(June 2007) 

{83} I was reading in the newspaper yesterday, about a newly- 
released diary by a 14-year-old girl fated to die in Auschwitz... 
not unlike the famous diary whose author you once portrayed 
to such enormous acclaim. 5 Included in the article (which was 
short) were several snatches from the girl's writing, in which she 
spoke of despair, terror, the loss of her belief in God, and the 
inevitability of death. As I read, tears sprang to my eyes; but I 
was not crying for the girl who wrote the diary. Indeed, I was 
crying for you. In the salty mist made by my quick and quiet 
sobbing, it was your face that I saw, and my heart reached out 
for yours as if it had arms that could stretch for miles. I wished 
so badly to embrace you in that moment, that the distance 



5 Anne Frank, about whom a play was written. The letter is to an aspiring 
actress. 
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between us overwhelmed me, and I collapsed into an ashen 
mound of despair, which covered me in blackness for the 
remainder of the evening. It sounds profane for me to say so, 
but our lives are not very different from that of the girl bound 
for Auschwitz. Our loneliness and separateness marks us with 
our own yellow stars; the "real world" viewed with such 
complacency by others, appears to us a monstrous circus of 
purposeless suffering and demonic cruelty. Everyone around us 
is dying, and yet we are alone, dying alone, uncomforted, naked 
and solitary, blindfolded and bound before the guns of fate. 
Bosom friends, mothers and fathers, all join the heaps of 
faceless corpses, and we as individuals are abandoned to the 
intolerable loneliness of our own hunger, suffering, and 
inevitable obliteration. In the void and in the horror and in the 
sirens and the screams, in the maelstrom of fire, the stone and 
steel rubble, the human debris, I have found nothing else to 
compare with you. You're the treasure that I press to my heart, 
as it beats itself to death against the wall of my breast. Even so, 
I am useless to you. (June 2007) 
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{84} Very often, in times both recent and long past, I have 
been betrayed by my idea of self, or astonished by my own 
betrayal thereof Who we are, my dear, has so little to do with 
who we believe or expect ourselves to be. You are never actually 
disconnected from yourself, so much as you are disconnected 
from your idea of yourself The same is true of those around 
you. The greater our expectations are of others, the more 
inevitable it becomes that we will be disappointed, and the 
deeper the disappointment will be. I once thought that I 
believed many things and believed that I thought many things. 
Now I know that I thought nothing and believed nothing of 
substance, value, or truth. I have lately been emptied of all 
belief in anything external or internal. That which I can expect 
of myself, is that which I most dread and abhor. It is also that 
which I most need. We are all called to be the Christ, we are all 
called to be the Buddha. This strikes me as a strange thing. 
(June 2007) 

{85} It troubles me inexpressibly to know the travail that you 
suffer when I am absent, especially since you seem so little 
comforted when I am present. This wild sorrow, this ravening 
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melancholy, seems disproportionate to the joy that you feel - or 
that you show - when I am with you. How is it, I wonder, that 
you can be left emptier upon my departing, than you were 
before I first came? Is it that I carry more and more of you 
away with me each time I go, and return none of it when I 
reappear? Does that not make me a thief - and, in part, a 
murderer? I'm sorry. I know that these are unfair things to ask. 
If there were only some way that I could pick up a portion of 
your impossibly heavy heart and carry it with me: but such a 
privilege is yours alone to grant. You know that you already 
carry a portion of mine, and I am sure (though I say it with 
remorse) that it is this dark, moldering section of myself which 
festers within you and brings you such anguish. If it is my hand 
that has pressed this thorn into your side, it seems only right 
that my hand should remove it. I truly wish I could. Of course 
you will see me again! You will see me again and again and 
again! You will see me until at last you cease to notice me — 
until at last you forget that I am there. Just as we forget that we 
possess a heart, until we realize that it has stopped beating. 
Perhaps you took my "elegy" for you yesterday as a jest. 
Perhaps it is better that you did. These stone towers seem so 



101 



gray and serious now, when all the doors are closed and bolted, 
when all the gates are drawn and guards are posted at them. But 
it is the very towers that you occupy, wandering and sighing, 
clutching your breast and cursing your own heart - it is these 
very towers that bear up another's horizon, that pierce some 
traveler's heart with hope and hunger and longing. I fear that 
there is still a part of me (though you will not believe it) that 
you take utterly for granted. A strange thing... since I have 
nothing, indeed, to grant. (June 2007) 

{86} We must only remind ourselves that, until we are 
reconciled to the inexorable reality of life's contradictions, we 
are condemned to perpetual vertigo and incurable nausea. I will 
never condemn you for anything you do in an effort to show 
me love. My love for you has already rendered you blameless in 
that regard. (June 2007) 

{87} We are all guilty (thankfully) of a measure of 
shallowness, and it is sometimes the shallowest parts of us that 
direct our deepest impulses. We are all like great merchant 
vessels - carrying our many goods, both precious and common, 
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within the same dark cargo hold. And like any boat, the 
bottom- most part of us is steered from the place that is highest 
upon the deck. No true friendship is maintained upon mystery 
and intrigue. If I was ever drawn to anybody because she 
presented me with a mystery to be "investigated" (which I 
admit that I have been), I have nevertheless not retained her 
because she continues to baffle or enchant me. Love is never a 
matter of what remains to be found; it is a matter of what has 
been found already, and is worth keeping at all costs. 
Therefore, the idea that I will cease to love you because I have 
"figured you out" is hardly worth considering. I love you for 
what I know of you now, and it is my love for you that makes 
me eager to learn more. It is the whole vessel that I love: that 
which is rare and precious in you, along with that which is 
humble and obvious. I do not consider you a dark cave to be 
mined for its treasures and left desolate afterward. My whole 
purpose is to learn to love you better, whatever I come to know 
of you, however common you may consider it to be. 

{i} My weaknesses, my vices, my flaws and 
vulnerabilities, all have been laid open to you - not because I 
am trying to test your love, but because I know that you will 
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never truly love me, if you remain oblivious to the things that 
truly make me worth loving. It is impossible, I assert, to love an 
unknown thing. There is a very great difference between love 
and attraction. They are sometimes inextricable, but they are 
never identical, and the former must invariably be considered 
the only worthwhile result of the latter. (June 2007) 

{88} I would be foolish if I walked outside every day 
expecting that the wind would blow invariably from the south. 
The fault is mine, I suppose, for exposing myself to the 
weather. What further use you might have for me, dearest 
friend, is for you alone to tell. I can only frustrate myself by 
seeking any blind hypothesis of my own. You know that I love 
you, that I am at your service, and that if it be your intent to do 
me injury, or to revoke the boons of kinship by which I have so 
briefly benefited, then I am in your hands, and I will accept my 
sentence without rancor and without contumely. I could curse 
and rage - but for what? Against whom? Myself alone. I am, 
myself, alone. (June 2007) 
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{89} Friendship, kinship, they come with their own duties and 
their own delights; these we all share in together, devoted and 
inseparable. But you will find that the cup raised with the host 
of a feast is of a richer flavor, when he has been drawn into the 
dusky seclusion of his own chamber. (Notwithstanding the fact 
that he is, in either setting, a drunkard.) (June 2007) 

{90} There is no human-made institution that lasts forever, 
and even if the central tenets of an institution remain as true 
and worthwhile today as they ever were, it is inevitable that the 
institution will change and self-destruct in response to changing 
and self-destructive times. The disunity and cynicism of today 
are the building blocks of tomorrow's revolutions, which are in 
turn the basis for disunity and cynicism in the days that are to 
follow. If you want an example of what a unified and non- 
cynical mass of humans working together for change looks like, 
look no further than al Qaeda or the reorganized Taliban. 
Mass movements always result in the destruction and 
dehumanization of the individual To speak of unifying the 
thoughts and intentions of a mass of people by combating 
dogma is sheer contradiction: to operate as a mass is to operate 
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dogmatically. Incontrovertible absolutism is the only language 
understood by the mob; it is the only way to make the mob 
move. Under such conditions, even acts of goodness are done 
under distorted pretenses, to justify the mob, to expand its 
influence, to take power through popular support. Inevitably a 
mob resorts to eradicating its opposition - whoever is unmoved 
by acts of munificence - through acts of violence, oppression, 
and terror. 

{i} On the other hand, there is no mystery to the 
question of what one must do to be a good person, and to 
benefit others through one's own existence. The necessary 
principles exist in essentially every major religious system. It is 
not wrong to surround yourself with others who are intent on 
living moral and unselfish lives, and who find their motivation 
and inspiration through traditions and terms that are relevant 
to you. This is perfectly right, as long as you do not expect that 
you will be redeemed by affiliation, or that your own existence 
will be justified by your participation in a worthwhile cause. 
Any hope and faith placed in other human beings and their 
institutions will inevitably and absolutely result in 
disappointment, which will in turn lend itself to self-doubt. 
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The instant you begin to abandon your understanding of the 
fickleness and fallibility of the human condition to ideals 
propagated in favor of an absolutist mass-movement (even one 
that seems to promote understanding and tolerance), you have 
given up the only portion of yourself protecting you from fatal 
disappointment later down the road. Our leaders always fail us. 
Our comrades always let us down. Our idols always topple. 
Our self-expectations always give way to hypocrisy. Outside the 
realm of human affairs and temporal existence, one does well to 
consider - intellectually and inwardly - the idea of a Constant, 
to measure oneself against Eternity, if only for the purpose of 
achieving perspective. But while we are natural beings living 
natural lives on a natural world, things will always come in 
seasons, and seasons will always end. 

{ii^ Despair is a kind of dormancy. It is a means by 
which we put ourselves to sleep, so that we can build our 
strength for when it is most necessary. Don't be swayed by a 
violent and restless world that is constantly telling you to rise 
up and revolt, when you know that revolution now could only 
exacerbate and accelerate the turmoil in which we are already 
enveloped. The solution to war is not a war against war. The 
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solution to anger is not to be angry at yourself for the anger 
you feel. Don't flagellate yourself for the feeling helpless: it is 
in the commercial interest of the corporations that hold us by 
the ear, to tell us that there is a road where we know that there 
is a wall. Indifference is not, by itself, to be held in abhorrence. 
It could merely indicate a philosophical refusal to become 
excited upon command. The corporations call this 
"depression", and they manufacture expensive pills one can 
take, so that one does not lose one's interest in buying things. 
They would have us believe that Fear and Emptiness are 
optional conditions that they can fix, and that they will 
complete for the privilege of fixing. Fear and Emptiness are not 
options, and they cannot be fixed. They can only be faced. And 
it is best that we face them together. (June 2007) 

{91} I would never say that communism cannot work, for 
indeed it has worked - albeit far less perfectly than its 
proponents expected, and for a comparatively very brief period 
of time. The idea of a "Government of the People" is, so far as 
I can tell, opposed to reason, and opposed to nature. Humans 
have always looked for authorities to lead them, and there is 
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something deep within many of us, that is offended by the idea 
of our leaders being equal to us in status - for then, why should 
we not lead them? Even if we are all leaders at once, the 
ambitious, powerful, and charismatic will rise naturally to 
positions of unofficial prominence, and begin directing how the 
weaker parties among them "lead." There is a reason, I should 
say, that every "successful" communist government so far has 
been led by and formed under a cult of personality: Mao, 
Lenin, Stalin, Castro, etc., etc. At the same time as governments 
like these are formed through the zeal and effort of the masses, 
they are nevertheless inspired by charismatic figureheads, and 
operated according to their edicts. The greatest attainable ideal 
under such circumstances is the avoidance of an aristocracy, 
informal or formal; but if indeed this is attainable, it remains to 
be proved that anyone can attain it. . . Everything we have been 
told about our form of government being the greatest is 
absolute fallacy - and the truth will bear out when we cease to 
be the richest and most militarily powerful nation on Earth: a 
fast-approaching inevitability. The problem with human 
societies occurs when their numbers become over-stretched. I 
believe that we were intended to live tribally, and that two 
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disastrous things inevitably occur when our "tribes" become 
too large: first, those in power find themselves with too much 
power; second, those who are delegated to share in the power 
begin to feel as if they do not have enough. Feuds on the top 
lead to wars on the bottom. Being reduced again to small tribes 
will not ensure that we do not destroy ourselves and each other: 
it merely ensures that the damage is more manageable. (June 
2007) 

{92} Do not begin to view my words, which are chosen for 
you by the most painstaking means, as dispensable. My words 
are not dispensable. They are not wasted upon you, do you 
understand? Nothing is wasted upon you. The mantle has 
fallen, and you will wear it proudly, or be crushed 
ignominiously beneath it. Love, not duly returned, becomes a 
curse. One withers from it. One wastes. (June 2007) 

{93} Someday our lives will amount to a field full of cracked 
eggs. Some buffoon with a pastel-colored basket will come 
around and pick up the shells, and reassemble them clumsily, 
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and put them in a glass case, with little white labels, neatly 
typed. (June 2007) 

{94} I have seen many white castles of fine words crumble into 
sand, when visitors came knocking softly at their looming 
doors. For in this world of whispers and wringing hands, every 
ray of light is a battering ram, and every suspicious thought a 
flaming arrow. (June 2007) 

{95} We all have things to be sorry for. Likewise, we all have 
things to be proud of. We should not be too timid to defend 
our friendship against those who would attack it out of 
ignorance. At the same time, we must understand that, in this 
case (as in so many) the ignorant hold the power, and there is 
much to be lost. We must turn our eyes, for the moment, upon 
other things, and upon other people. There is nothing more to 
be gained from grinding our wrists against our manacles. We 
have finally come to that inexorable point, at which none of us 
has any choice but to be alone, and to embrace our solitude as 
an opportunity for reflection. (June 2007) 
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{96} I hope that, in time, I can prove to everybody that - even 
if the world could never expect great things from me - at least it 
had nothing to fear. There are too many people who regard me 
as a monster, a demon, a corruptor, and a virulent liar. Seeking 
and giving love, I have received only condemnation, castigation, 
and insult. But all this was expected. I am only following the 
path that was drawn for me. (June 2007) 

{97} Cliche though it sounds, all things in life are to be 
interpreted, and all persons judged, according to their context. I 
am not at my best around groups. Perhaps I am at my most 
entertaining in such a setting, but to be at my best is not 
necessarily to be entertaining. Entertainment is one thing that 
this world has enough of already. My only motivation in life is 
to be close to people - to know them as individuals. (Aug. 
2007) 

{98} It's deplorable that society would label you "underage" 
for any experience. Regardless of the fact that I was something 
of a drunkard during a few of my teenage years, I was no more 
or less "ready" to drink then than I am now. There is a false 
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idea in the minds of many that, since increased age and 
increased responsibility seem to go hand-in-hand, one is more 
likely to do dangerous things "responsibly", when one has 
more at stake. I don't find this to be true. The most responsible 
people among us believe that no amount of risk is justifiable, 
irrespectively of how much they do or do not have to lose. 
Others decide early that the taking of risks is intrinsic to life, 
and will go on taking them, no matter how much suffering 
might be caused as a result. A cautious child usually becomes a 
timorous adult, and a daring child usually grows up retaining 
his propensity for recklessness — even if it is kept clandestine. I 
like people who find me to be a risk worth taking. (July 2007) 

{99} It was inept of me to suggest that life is without beauty. 
You are beautiful and you bring beauty to my life. I know how 
tiresome it must be for you, my refusal of happiness - even in 
your presence, where any decent person would find more 
happiness than a heart can contain. You do make me happy, in 
fact. It is my inability to make you happy that makes me appear 
unhappy when I am with you. I know that I am dull when I am 
drinking. I know that I am dull when I am dry. When you ever 
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bumbled into the notion that I was anything but oppressively, 
insufferably, agonizingly dull every hour of the day, I can't 
imagine. Because, I tell you, sometimes I get so bored of myself 
that I can scarcely stand to be in the same room as myself 
anymore. But, of course, there is no other room that I can go to 
without being with myself in it. 

{i} There was a time, as I recall, that you found me 
beautiful. I am sorry to have done what I have to turn your love 
upon itself, to transform it into contempt. Your contempt for 
me is worse by miles than my contempt for myself. I should 
have liked to have been always beautiful for you, and to have 
assured myself some certainty of always being welcome to share 
in your beauty. In myself, I never had beauty; it has always been 
the reflection of some beautiful Other. I have never been more 
beautiful than when your beauty was reflected in me. 

{ii} This life, this body, this place - really, I can make 
no sense of it. I can think of nothing to do except to be with 
you. To lose sleep, and to be with you. To starve myself to 
sickness, and to be with you. To drink myself to miserable 
oblivion, and to be with you. To dash all hopes of 
contentedness and respectability, and to be with you. To forget 
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the duty of love, and to be with you. But my role is my 
livelihood, and so my life is a stage. How weary! How weary! 
To be chained to the hearts and the stomachs of others - when 
my own heart and my own stomach mean so little to me! Yet, 
even in this, I am worthless - a predictable failure, a calculated 
liability. So what am I doing? What is there to do - but to love 
you? (Nov. 2007) 

{100} What really perplexes me when you do things like call 
me a fraud and say that you've "seen through my act", is that I 
have never thought of what I do as "acting" or "pretending" in 
any sense. I have always been my true self with you, as I am my 
true self with all persons, while accounting for the limitations 
of their acceptance. You may call me presumptuous or 
arrogant, but I believe that it is others who have made an act 
out of me, by simply assuming that my true self could never be 
so preposterous. Most people seem to think, upon first meeting 
me, that I am merely an over-affected homosexual. I only wish I 
were. I could spend far less time coaxing girls into strange and 
regrettable kisses. To coax boys into strange and regrettable 
kisses would be a hundred times more exciting, if I could only 
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muster the desire. My dear, it is the purpose and the destiny of 
Beauty to be exhausted. One can do it justice no other way. 
(Nov. 2007) 

{101} Life, I have found, is less a matter of unique experience, 
and more a matter of unique portrayal. The human experience 
is mainly universal, with a predictable litany of events and 
circumstances composing the tapestry of every life, varying 
according to the individual only by the profusion with which 
any particular thread is employed by the exertions of Fate. If we 
did not have recourse to a certain merciful degree of vain 
superficiality, we would all be overcome by the fundamental 
sameness of our lives. Our only true freedom lies in our ability 
to react individually to indiscriminate matters. (Nov. 2007) 

{102} I wonder how I, with all of my command of words, can 
so consistently fail to make myself understood to you. You 
seem sometimes to have erected a miasmic wall of tangled and 
immovable feelings, both for me and against me, upon which 
neither my flaming arrows nor my white flags can produce an 
effect. You exist to contradict me! Or else, you retain me as a 
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dependable means of being able to contradict yourself - which 
is of course vital to your poetical impulse. You may (as you 
say) have your shortcomings as a muse, dearest one - but 
neither of us is every bit the muse or every bit the poet. 6 The 
roles have become confused, and we along with them. I do not 
suggest that this is wrong; on the contrary! But one can only 
rationally expect that nothing will be easy for us again. Have I 
ever asked - ever - that I be "enough" for you? I have said 
definitely that I cannot be, but that is not because I expect to 
be, or even want to be. It is often the sly luck of feeble, sallow 
persons like me that the things of which we are incapable are 
also the things of which we would not like to be capable, even 
if we could be. Is it I then who am suffocating you? How could 
I be? I have neither the ability nor the wish to suffocate you, 
and I have said so. I have done everything in my power to 
diminish myself in your opinion, so that I could be free of the 
fear that I am responsible for you in any sense. I have 
endeavored so mightily to be regarded as your equal, that I have 
willingly allowed myself to be cast as your inferior. How could 



6 A reference is paid here to The Poet and His Muse, a short philosophical 
dialogue by D.T.T. 
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I be strangling you, then, when I have lashed myself to a pillar 
of my own devising? How can I choke you when I cannot even 
reach you? Convinced as you are that there is more for you in 
this world than I can provide, my conviction of the same is 
firmer still. I am not the world, and this world is nothing to 
me. To love the world is to hate me; to love me is to hate the 
world; to love me is to hate me and the world; to love the 
world is to hate me and my love for you and the world. I am 
nothing but love - even as I hate the world - even as I love the 
world that hates me. What the world can provide for you, I 
cannot. What the world cannot provide for you, I can. (Nov. 
2007) 

{103} You will discover that once you have accepted into your 
reality certain modes of thought and being there will never be 
privacy enough in any house. One becomes accustomed to 
simultaneously perishing of loneliness and suffocating beneath 
the weight of society. One's solitude is never sufficient to 
explain one's loneliness; one's lack of solitude is never sufficient 
to remedy it. These hours, indeed, are your lifetime. Rather, 
they were your lifetime. What is required to escape this is a 
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different means of calculation. Perhaps the words "life" and 
"time" are best afforded a healthy measure of exclusivity. 

(Nov. 2007) 

{ 1 04 } It is generally accepted that to know my wife is to love 
her. She is a great appreciator of persons, and when she admires 
someone, she is plain and undisguised with her admiration as 
she is in all other things. Her problem is not with disliking 
people, but with finding it impossible to know them — or to 
want to know them — on anything but a formal, ritualized level. 
I know my wife extremely well, as you can surely imagine, and I 
have observed her for many years from the most intimate 
vantage. She is no longer a mystery to me in any sense. I am the 
only person who knows the truth that, really, she isn't a 
mystery to anybody. The only secret she carries (and she carries 
it, to an extent, upon her sleeve) is the pain that I have caused 
her — her conflicted and coexistent feelings of adoration and 
disdain for the man who has both fulfilled her life and 
annihilated it. Her heart and her loyalty oblige her to love me; 
her morality and her self-respect compel her to hold me in 
profoundest contempt. She bears, for what it's worth, an 
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inconceivable strain. It has broken her sanity, thrown her self- 
composure into irreparable turmoil, and shattered her once 
sacred trust in humanity — and I — I alone — am the cause of it 
all. Eventually I will have to choose. I am staving off the 
inevitable and I know it. But I am held to a grave commission, 
and am bound by a ponderous compact, and my loyalties are 
more ancient and more binding than any defended by the laws 
of this State, or of this World. I had already been purchased 
when my wife discovered me, desired me, and borrowed me — 
at interest. I was not my own man then; I am not my own man 
now. With or without her — I was never free. You may consider 
it unfortunate — even criminal — that so sweet and blameless a 
person as my wife should find herself multifariously shackled 
to someone like me. But the universe is ruled by justice, and in 
her way, my wife has earned me. She has earned me with her 
pertinacious principles; she has earned me with her liberality, 
her licentiousness, and her godlessness; she has earned me with 
her Franklinesque earnestness and diligence; she has earned me 
with her pride. And she continues to earn me — continues to 
deserve me — by becoming, tooth by tooth and scale by scale, a 
monster to match the monster I am. I know the means to save 
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us both, and I am — timidly, tearfully — seeing to them. (Nov. 
2007) 

{105} There are perhaps things in this world from which we 
could desire to be saved. Friendship, confederacy, sympathy, 
and kinship are not among them. Your "heroes" hoped to 
deliver you from that which you need and wish for most. It's 
the undying tragedy of the boorishly well-intentioned: they lash 
us to the pillory to keep us out of the gaol. There is a fallacy in 
supposing that an undisclosed truth is the same as a lie, and it 
is a fallacy under which both of us have labored too long. Let 
us free ourselves of it, and find what liberty we can in the 
surreptitious communion we share. It's the Devil's gift that we 
need no longer remain naked and unconcealed before the 
blazing sight of gods, men, and animals. We are alone to grow 
drunk off the fruits of our choosing. (Nov. 2007) 

{106} I feel sometimes as if I am tracing the edge of an 
epiphany - as if the way out of all this will soon be unveiled 
before me. I have touched it before: breathed upon it and seen 
the remnants of my own breath disappear upon its dark surface. 
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I have gripped the hand of death, and nearly slumped into its 
arms. But the answer is not so simple. I have never been able to 
abide the idea of dying alone. (Dec. 2007) 

{107} My reputation - and my propensity for developing 
reputations that defy reality - has been the source of 
incalculable sorrows for me. The circumstances surrounding S— 
— and me are a testament to the injustice that can befall a man 
who is preceded by the hyperbolic expectations of others. Since 

she was hardly more than a child, S has posited me upon 

an Olympus of her own imagining. For a while, she regarded 
me as some sort of guru, and mistook what I said for wisdom. 
Perhaps she even looked to me to provide her with direction... 
God! Even purpose! It is an inclination that I know and 
understand. It is an inclination that I once followed myself - to 
similarly discouraging ends. I am too tired and timeworn now 
to give the notion of "purpose" any regard, except in relation 
to proselytes, ideologues, converts, and other such self- 
abnegating dupes as these. But I never thought S to be a 

dupe of any kind, and I would be damned before I saw her 
become my dupe. So to prevent her from selling herself into 
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some misbegotten form of psychological apprenticeship, I did 

what I could to provide S with the contradiction is - if 

anything - the real me. I showed her that which was wretchedly 
human in me, and that which was resplendently divine. Or that 
which was resplendently human and wretchedly divine. I 
attempted to prove to her how any deity worthy of her 
devotions is made up of equal parts darkness and light: that one 
not cannot serve two masters, but one can serve a single master 
with two opposite and complementary aspects. The test proved 
too great for her, and she lost her faith in me - while pleading, 

as P did before her, that I not lose my faith in her. Why I 

am not allowed to lose my faith in my friends, when my friends 
are permitted - and even compelled - to abandon their faith in 
me, seems exactly the breed of unfairness and inequity that has 
helped me to feel so divided from the world... and from my 
friends. For myself, I know only two things: first, that after all 
this time, I am still alone - and second, that I am nevertheless 
not meant to be. (Dec. 2007) 

{108} All my philosophical powers take mutinous leave of me 
when I am asked to explain the subtleties and intricacies of 



123 



human intercourse, on either the scale of one individual to 
another, or one individual to society at large, or one individual 
to his own particular social enclave. I don't feel as if my 
relationships are any more profound, complex, or baffling than 
those of any other person. We are always relating to one person 
in a way that is likely to alienate another, to whom we then 
endear ourselves by alienating the first person, or some other 
person besides. It is disgusting to admit, but as with any other 
species, our relationships and our handling thereof are — at 
their base — political. We establish power (and we may be at 
alternate points dominating or deferential), we define territory, 
we assign and adopt loyalties, we draw up treaties and pacts, 
and we follow our passions into aimlessly catastrophic wars. 
This is not the way of things because (as it might be 
misjudged) we are all selfish, unscrupulous, and scheming at 
heart. No — this is the way of things because we are individuals 
— and because our survival, physical and emotional, is 
dependent upon the society into which we are placed, and 
through which we have no choice but to negotiate. This task is 
made all the more difficult in modern times, when so much of 
our private emotional treasuries are expended in the purchasing 
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of our own identities, and then distributed through the hands 
and the coffers of our friends, without whom our identities 
would be incomplete, unsustainable, or illegitimate. (Dec. 

2007) 

{109} I am a man who is uniquely predisposed to cherish a 
certain kind of friend, and an old-fashioned species of 
friendship: one that does not adhere to the shallow and 
business-like fashion of today. I am exceedingly punctilious in 
the selecting of my friends; but once I have found a friend, I 
expect and encourage him or her to follow me into a fellowship 
that, from an unfair distance and an unbecoming angle, may 
appear to a Philistine to be "romantic" in nature. Now that this 
has been said, you would do best by abandoning any hope of 
simplicity - for my friendships are never simple, and neither are 
my friends. That, my dear, is why I employed an innocent 
dissimulation in obliging you to prove - with your own words - 
how simple you are not. It was not for my sake, but for your 
own - so that you would know why you have been admitted 
into my circle, and so that you would feel welcome and at peace 
there. What the world sees when it points its squinting, 
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accusatory gaze at me, is a seducer of youths, a manipulator of 
formative hearts, a beguiler of minds, and a poetic ne'er-do-well 
incapable of severing himself from his own bleached and 
threadbare adolescence. But they said the same of Socrates 
before they offered him death by poison or the sword. And 
they said the same of Ovid before they banished him to the 
Black Sea. And they said the same of John the Baptist before 
they used his head as a royal centerpiece. And they said the 
same of Rasputin before they shot him through the chest and 
cursed his tottering Romanovs. I am that charming breed of 
man that a charmless world is always only too happy to be rid 
of. There's one of me for every generation and for every 
locality, and we are the tormented and the reviled and the 
exiled of the earth. Only occasionally are we vindicated by the 
books we sometimes write, or are sometimes written after us. 
(Dec. 2007) 

{110} You see me as I am: stripped of my long robes and my 
fabled powers, driven from my capital, my name blotted from 
the books and chiseled from the tablets. What remains of me - 
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this shameful remnant, this myth divested - for as long as you 
may desire it - is yours. (Dec. 2007) 

{III} There is a great and tragic fallacy peddled to us in our 
youth, and throughout our slow and awful lives, that we are 
capable of anything we put our minds to. The truth is that our 
lives are in the hands of others, however eminent we may be. If 
the hearts of Society are bent against us, we can go no further - 
our plans are useless; we are bound by Public decree to live 
without purpose in a world we cannot keep from despising to 
the uttermost pit of our beings. (Jan. 2008) 



{112} I have a few wonderful and loyal friends. I want to love 
them, but I can't. I want to believe that they love me, but I can't 
find the "me" that they claim to love. All I want is to be 
finished with this life - but I am oppressed by the knowledge 
that by exiting the world, I will be making the ordeal of living 
only more difficult for those who have come to lean upon me 
as a necessary component of their own existences. I have 
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endeavored without success to prove that I am in fact necessary 
to no one. (Jan. 2008) 

{113} Frankly put, life is not a pleasant thing. We each live 
only a few years, but in those years, we are the causes of and 
witnesses to enough destruction, savagery, upheaval and agony 
to fill the shelves of a library. We see more horror than our 
brains have room to remember; we bring more pain to the 
world merely by following the functions of our existence than 
any single person can calculate or quantify. Life is nothing but 
a long march of uniform tragedies. Of course we may expect to 
be abandoned and betrayed. It's the way of nature, the way of 
society: there's no avoiding it, however kind and virtuous one 
aspires to be. No... there is truth to what others have told me 
before. I find it impossible to feel love for other people, 
because I am utterly preoccupied with hating myself. My hatred 
for myself consumes so much of my time, so much of my 
thought, and so much of my emotional rigor, that it blinds me 
entirely to the beauty of others, and furthermore, to whatever 
beauty they may find in me. I merely assume that anyone who 
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tells me she loves me is a liar. I know very well that I cannot be 
loved. (Jan. 2008) 

{114} Perhaps it is only in my falling, my expiring, and my 
putrefaction, that some fresh life — some heaven-reaching act of 
creation — can emerge and be seen. My letters. My murderous, 
mutinous, vainglorious letters. Perhaps I will be remembered 
through them: perhaps we all will — all of us in this pitiable, 
perfidious wisp of a Circle. Time does exist, I say, inasmuch as 
it is observed as decay. That all things have their beginning and 
their end, marked by degrees of deterioration, proves that the 
universe is ruled by time, and bound by its limits. The universe 
itself is collapsing: eventually our galaxy will collide with 
another — but not before the Sun exhausts itself, and the Earth, 
if it has not been knocked from its orbit by some long-traveling 
chunk of frozen debris, will lay as lifeless as its neighbors. Life 
— the queer anomaly of life — will prove a mere phenomenon, 
too miniscule and incidental on the cosmic scale to warrant 
remembering. We have abused time and done ourselves an 
injustice by reducing it to minutes and seconds and quarter- 
hours. We record our own decay with sickening precision. 
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With microscopic interest, we bear grotesque witness to our 
own decomposition — the steady and silent redistribution of 
our elements. 1,440 minutes in a day! Too many to use wisely. 
We can't help but waste a few! We ourselves are the minutes. 
We ourselves are what's wasted. Within the bomb that starts 
the war that destroys the world, there will be a clock. The tick 
of the second-hand beats our collective march to the all- 
enveloping Inevitable — the only Infinite — death. (Jan. 2008) 

{115} "Innocence" is a concept that I have long struggled 
with. I frankly don't know if I believe in it. It can be said that 
all human sin, error, and vice begins with selfishness; yet we are 
all utterly selfish from the moment we leave the womb. It is 
only after years of cultivating wisdom, compassion, and a sense 
of one's place in the organism of society that one becomes 
anything other than purely selfish. Therefore it might be said 
that we begin as sinners, and advance by degrees into 
innocence. Guilt is automatic: absolution is earned. The theory 
is essentially Augustinian, I suppose, insofar as it is assumed 
that we are born "fallen" and can only find our "salvation" or, 
in a sense, our "resurrection" through attaining to graduated 
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degrees of humility, selflessness, and objective awareness. 
Virtue, as Aristotle defined it, can only be observed through an 
awareness of (if not preoccupation with) wickedness: one must 
know where the precipice is in order to avoid it. Perhaps when 
the Man from Nazareth observed that his disciples should 
approach him as "little children", he was referring to the need 
to literally exchange guilt - which is natural - for innocence - 
which is, in truth, assumed. This corresponds to the Buddhist 
concept of "losing oneself." An infant is nothing but Ego. One 
can only truly grow up and move forward by realizing that the 
Original or True Self is all-encompassing, and that one is 
repulsed from It by continuing on an infantile course of 
individual gratification. These are not my ideas, mind you, but 
the ideas that - one discovers - form the basis for nearly every 
belief system of any relevance or consequence to the world. 
Though almost everybody on earth subscribes to them in 
concept, they are nearly impossible to follow in deed. Even 
asceticism and monasticism are their own kind of self- 
assuaging: a means of "feeling" purified... an extension of the 
relief experienced after confessing, taking communion, visiting 
the altar, etc. To be truly self- centered is an onerous burden: 
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one is made far happier by being extroverted and charitable. I 
have never thought myself to be deserving of happiness, 
however, and if I am introverted and uncharitable, it is as much 
a state of self-crucifixion as beneficence and altruism would be. 
Gratuitous self-indulgence is its own form of mortification. But 
I am neither self-indulgent nor self-abnegating. On the whole I 
dislike myself, as on the whole I dislike everyone. I am neither a 
narcissist nor a humanist. I am so indifferent as to be utterly 
without function. I wish that I could enjoy - as I once did — my 
distinctiveness from the mass of humanity. But the dolorous 
realization that I am incapable of justifying my own existence 
within a universe that exists without the need for justification, 
and is filled with other creatures that exist without justification, 
oppresses me more than I can fittingly describe. That I - of all 
men - must bear this instinct to proclaim my purpose to an 
unheeding universe is terrible enough. That I have no purpose 
to proclaim is really intolerable. (Jan. 2008) 

{116} I no longer care that others hate me. Today - today at 
least - I am prepared to embrace infamy: to be thought of as 
purely evil, as possessing no purpose or motive or inclination 
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other than Evil Itself. I'm worthless to everyone - except as a 
piece of idle, pernicious gossip. How nauseating! Yet how 
revealing. A scandal is worth a thousand songs. If I could even 
be mediocre, I would be glad. I would be satisfied. But I am less 
than mediocre, less than average, less than commonplace. I am 
somehow less than real. The rumors are all true. Life is too 
painful: I have lived in pain, to cause pain. If only I could say, 
like Oscar Wilde, that "I have come not from obscurity to the 
momentary notoriety of crime." But I am obscure now as I ever 
was! My crimes have not helped me, and my scandal is as 
worthless as my songs have shown themselves to be. You think 
too highly of me. It is a great pity that you think of me at all. 
(Jan. 2008) 

{117} The essence of the matter, it seems to me, is that we are 
each - in our own way - horribly, horribly alone and desolate in 
a way that words cannot communicate, and the world could 
never understand. To borrow a cliche, we are "alone together" - 
adhered to one another by the force of our alienation from 
others: our alienation, even, from our own selves. I am trying to 
convey to you how difficult it is for me to describe myself, or 
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even to answer any direct question one might ask about me. It 
sounds absurd, but I really am empty. My life - all 25 years of 
it - has been one long effort to define myself superficially for 
the benefit of others: to become as two-dimensional and (I 
suppose) archetypal as a character on a Saturday morning 
cartoon show. I have never wanted to be viewed as anything 
more than a walking photograph, a moving picture... an 
elemental daemon that can be invoked and animated with the 
uttering of a word, the etching of name. My only goal, since I 
was your age and younger, has been to create around myself a 
Cult of Personality - to be a figure of fascination and intrigue, 
able to transcend the mundane and help others feel as if they 
were doing the same. I have wanted so badly to be larger than 
life that I have never really learned how to live. I have always 
been afraid of life and in awe of anyone who shows any genuine 
facility in the navigation of reality. 

{i} Imagine, if you would, how Shakespeare's Hamlet 
would feel and react if he fell out from the pages of some old 
volume, and found himself stranded in the real world - the 
world of high school and television and super-highways and 
skyscrapers and presidential elections and health insurance that 
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we accept as our natural environment. With all the trappings of 
his own existence - the castle, the usurper, the unfeeling 
mother, the indulgent and terrified lover, the conniving friends, 
the creeping tendrils of madness, the nocturnal clanking of his 
spectral father - with all these things left behind, relegated to 
the world of fiction - Hamlet would be more than merely 
confused. He would be utterly without place, utterly without 
purpose, utterly trapped in a world that held no meaning 
whatever for him - a world that regarded him as an 
incomprehensible novelty. He would stumble through the 
streets in his doublet and hose, uttering the platitudinous 
rhymes that are his only language, gathering looks of horror 
and amusement from all he encountered, but being thoroughly 
incapable of expressing to them the depths of his bewilderment, 
or even of understanding that his new reality is not a fiction, 
and that his old fiction is not a reality. This has been my life. I 
am a character. I am a self-written, self-acted role... and I have 
no more place and no more reason to exist than Hamlet would 
if the stage were to disappear from beneath him, and he were to 
be cast out into an alien world that knows him neither as a 
prince, nor as a madman, but merely as an outrageous anomaly 
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to be mocked, disregarded, and pushed aside. And yet I have a 
father and a mother, a brother and a sister, a daughter, a 
number of wives. I have worked, I have studied, I have written. 
I have left evidence of myself in photographs, drawings, and 
recordings. I have cut myself and left bloodstains upon the 
world. No matter how unreal one feels oneself to be, one 
cannot exist without affecting all that exists around him. One 
cannot, in other words, remain innocent of reality. Every man 
to have ever portrayed Hamlet has eventually stepped off the 
stage, donned his modern clothes, emerged from the theatre, 
eaten, drunk, laughed, struggled, given and received love and 
heartbreak. He could not remain a character forever. 
Eventually, he forgot his lines. The "Hamlet" that he was died 
and was buried within him. It became, in the idiom of our 
times, a "phase". 

{ii} So now I stand teetering upon a rotten quay, with 
the cold abyss of the future yawning blackly before me, and the 
iron door of my calamitous past locked and bolted at my back. 
There is nothing that I can change - no way for me to tear out 
the pages of my own history and edit the mistakes away. The 
character that I have been for the past two-and-a-half decades is 
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fixed in black ink upon the scroll of time: what happens to him 
now is only partially up to me. Like a novelist who finds 
himself with writer's block halfway through his latest 
undertaking, I know what I have written already, but I am 
unable to conceive of a continuation. There is nothing but 
possibility, and at the same time, there are no possibilities left. 
If I could see what was inevitable, what was unavoidable, what 
was the only sane and reasonable path, I would not now be 
shackled by indecision. But the world I have created has 
departed from my control. It has become its own ruler, and it 
has no use for me. All is darkness: I can feel the icy wind as it 
slashes my skin - I can hear the murky fathoms lapping at my 
toes... but I cannot calculate their depths, nor can I perceive the 
distance to the opposite shore - if there is an opposite shore. I 
am frail and frozen to marrow of my bones. I have no choice 
but to swim, though I know that I will almost inevitably 
drown. And all of the songs, and all of the photographs, and all 
that I have written and spoken and done - what will they mean? 
When all I am is a blue and bloated body, dragged up by my 
mud-caked collar onto the deck of a passing speed-boat, 
reeking with the effluvia of the unctuous river and weeks of 
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mortal decay - what will they mean? I am what I have always 
been, and will always be: a corpse awaiting burial - a ghost that 
haunts the catacombs, wailing, "Do you know my name? Do 
you know my name?" I am unheard. I am unseen. Transparent, 
incorporeal, I pass through a wall, and vanish like a dream 
forgotten at breakfast. (Jan. 2008) 

{118} I want you to know who I am. You say that you will die 
if this is fake, and I believe you. A few moments a day, while no 
one is watching, you crucify yourself before my image, draining 
the contents of your heart and the substance of your hopes into 
a few hasty paragraphs, trusting that they will reach me — 
trusting that I will understand. And I do understand; in this 
you are fortunate — for there is really no one else who would. I 
understand so well that I am almost overwhelmed. The fake 
and the real — how are we to tell one from the other? It is the 
nature of our kind that we must keep our external realities and 
our internal realities separate. I have crushed every heart I have 
ever tried to hold; I have burned every hand that has tried to 
hold mine. True love, you will one day discover, is largely a 
matter of convenience. The right place, the right time, an 
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adequate object, a simple lack of impediments. It is the most 
inconvenient of loves, however, which most intrigue and 
invigorate us. This is all quite real, I promise you. But it is also 
impossible. Reality's ability to contain and withstand the 
impossible is one of its most perplexing and unpalatable 
aspects. You are not wrong to place your hopes in me. Truly, 
what is stopping you? Who can say a word against it? You may 
love whom you please, so long as he doesn't dare to love you in 
return. Society has nothing but kindly approval for girls who 
fall fainting at rock concerts and press their lips to the posters 
that hang on their walls. Like Barbie dolls and ballet lessons: 
these are the dances we do in preparation for the many 
enervating disappointments to come. But you have shattered the 
mold! You have chosen the path of defiance by falling in love 
with a real man, rather than one that has been projected on 
your television screen. These posters, these movies, these 
websites and television shows: they exist for your safety. You 
give them your heart, and they compensate you with a 
convincing but harmless approximation of honest feeling. But 
you have fractured all your screens and torn down your 
protections, and you've found yourself a man who writes to no 
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one but you, sings for no one but you, and in all of his 
photographs, is looking directly at you. Nothing could be more 
real, and nothing more dangerous. The equation is not so 
lopsided as it may appear. For all my talk of fame and fortune, 
of aspiring to some exalted degree of fabricated glory, I have 
never been content to be admired from a distance. The wind 
howls piteously through the deep gouges and empty crevices of 
my soul, and as time goes on, and the rain beats against me, I 
am only growing more hollow. There isn't enough love in all 
the world to fill the canyon I've dug with my own self-hatred. 
I've coaxed heart after heart to its sacrificial ledge, and listened 
with gruesome satisfaction as they dropped, small and light and 
helpless, into the implacable depths. I am ever colder, ever 
leaner, ever more frail. And I am always starving. (Jan. 2008) 

{119} "Truthful and heartfelt" as you believe my letters to be, 
they do not come without effort. Perhaps the toil that I put 
into them is evinced by their often inexcusably ornate character 
and haughty tone. I truly do labor and struggle over every 
word, often spending three hours in front of my computer, 
drinking large cups of cold coffee, with no other purpose than 
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to write you a letter that is as near to perfection as I - who am 
so far from being perfect - can create. Whether this amount of 
strenuous refinement adds or detracts from their honesty, I'm 
not altogether sure. I am frequently to be found elaborating 
upon falsehoods, so that, by means of sheer bedazzlement, they 
might be easily accepted as truths. (Jan. 2008) 

{120} Every study that I have made of humanity, be it 
psychological, sociological, philosophical, or theological, leads 
me back to the understanding that - on any practical scale - 
each of us (unique though we may seem to be) is utterly 
insignificant, and our lives - however momentous they may 
appear to our fellow men - are as brief and futile as any insect's. 
Every religion that has evolved past the level of superstition and 
hocus-pocus, has concluded that each of us only has the 
potential of attaining to two redemptive qualities: first, the 
ability to deny and sacrifice ourselves for the benefit of our 
neighbors, and second, the ability to shed our own identities in 
order to be reunited with the godhead, or the All. In either case, 
the singular, individual life is negated - its existence all but 
dismissed. The larger question is whether humanity, taken as a 
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whole and viewed through the telescopic lens of history, serves 
a function. If it does, then to live in the service of humanity is 
to be an expression of that function, and thus to have a 
function of your own - just as every ant in every anthill has a 
function of his own, though he thinks of nothing but the 
colony, and does nothing out of the ordinary. Of course you 
and I both know that it could not be so simple for us. The 
truth is that we are both more appreciating of ourselves and our 
own distinguishing qualities, than we are of the swarm of 
humanity that surrounds us. We can perceive no higher 
purpose or broader function in the coming and going, the 
working and resting, the living and dying of our species. This 
we may conclude: that if Nature ever had a purpose for us, we 
have failed in it, and betrayed Nature irreparably. From an 
ecological perspective, no species has been more damaging to 
the Earth and the Earth's self-perpetuating faculties than 
humanity. We have made life intolerable not only for ourselves, 
but for most of the other species with which we share our 
environment. For all of our creative pretensions, humanity is a 
slave to destruction. Ours is the touch of Hades: all that we 
embrace turns to death. Other animals squabble and quarrel 
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amongst themselves, but humanity alone possesses the 
propensity to wage war, and to make an elegant social ritual out 
of the calculated slaughter of our own kind. But it is merely the 
claiming and defending of territory, the assertion of dominance, 
and the requisition of resources that drive us to war - and in 
this we are no better or worse than jackals. (Jan. 2008) 

{121} You ought never to be ashamed of the impulse to set 
down a record of your own existence. There is no guarantee 
that anyone will ever do it for you, or if anyone does, that he 
will portray you accurately. What the world knows of you, and 
what you know of yourself, is in your hands as much as 
anyone's. You are a unique and marvelous phenomenon, and 
you ought to be remembered by as many means as possible. 
(Jan. 2008) 

{122} The art of seduction is, by and large, an art of 
deception, concealment, and plain guile. And while I truly, 
truly, truly never expected or desired anyone in the Circle to be 
my lover or mistress or anything of the sort, as my accusers 
claim - it is undeniable that on some level, and to no definite 
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end, I was a seducer to them all. I demanded their love, I 
demanded their hearts, I demanded their thoughts - I employed 
the full range and force of my charm and intelligence to ensure 
that I retained them in nearly every possible sense except the 
physical. I was a different person to each of them - just as I am 
a different person to you. Indeed, I was more than one person 
to each of them, just as I am more than one person to you. I 
admit this, and I confess to being a fraud. (Feb. 2008) 

{123} I am old. I have made myself old. It took all my 
strength and all my vital essence to maintain the Circle for as 
long as I did; but everything is wasted now, and I have withered 
to nothing. I'm merely waiting for some zealous crusader to 
burst in upon me as I lay paralyzed and trembling in my bed, 
pronounce to me the profundity of my wickedness and the 
imminence of my doom, and dispatch me to my damnation 
with a single flashing sword-stroke. I hope it happens soon. 
(Feb. 2008) 

{124} We both know how the desire to be seen and noticed 
by others can lead to self-debasement, justified as 
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entertainment. We have both mounted a stage and faced an 
audience, wearing something that in a sane moment we would 
not wish to be seen wearing, and singing something that we 
would not wish to be heard singing. But the audience has 
driven us, and cheered us on for its own entertainment, and 
made us its fools, while never being required to sacrifice its 
dignity as we have sacrificed ours. We have not realized early 
enough that fame accompanied by ridicule is no fame worth 
having, and praise offered by fools to the fools who amuse 
them with foolish acts is as worthless as dirt paid to a digger of 
ditches. There is no denying that I have destroyed my own life 
in my pursuit of falsely-won love and cheaply-gotten attention. 
But I am not the only one. I'm not. We have all donned our 
paints and our garish robes and marched in the pageant in the 
company of clowns. We have all decided at least once that it 
was better to be ridiculous than invisible - failing to understand 
that even the most prestigious laurels of the slave were never fit 
to crown the freedman, and that glories so easily attained can 
be just as swiftly and capriciously revoked. If only I were wise 
and modest and clear-sighted enough to see the way out of this 
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trap I have gotten in - this maze of mediocrity that is all I have 
known since birth. (Feb. 2008) 

{125} My paternal grandfather, a sour and disagreeable sort of 
man, is on the verge of dying. I went with my sister to see him 
in the hospital yesterday. His withered body was covered in the 
inexplicable scabs and bruises that seem to appear without 
reason upon the aged, his eyes rolled deliriously behind thin 
eyelids, and when he saw that I was standing next to him, he 
feebly drew his arms up into the air and moaned horribly. As 
sorry as I was to see my grandfather slipping away from his life, 
which has been solitary and bitter, I was sorrier still to see it 
happening in a modern hospital. He was dressed in a pathetic 
patterned gown, and from his arms and face protruded plastic 
tubes, which connected him to a number of blinking, beeping 
machines. His bed itself was nothing but a machine disguised 
as a bed, with plastic railings all around, and a hundred ways to 
move up and down - though no setting could be found by 
which the poor suffering man was made comfortable. To his 
side, in front of a window through which nothing could be 
seen but a wall, was a tiny television that swung on a 
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mechanical arm. The room was so full of machines that his 
family had scarcely any place to stand. If I am to die of illness 
or age, I will not allow it to happen in a hospital. I will die in a 
proper bed, in a regular room, with a window that looks out 
upon trees. I don't care if there is a machine that can keep me 
alive for days, or weeks, or years longer. I'd sooner keep my 
dignity and my humanity, than be preserved in an unconscious 
or barely-conscious state by computers and chemical infusions. 
I don't know how long I can tolerate the anguish and horror of 
living in a world dominated by machines. How long must we 
wait, and what distance must we go, to find a life — or a death 
— worthy of a human being? (Feb. 2008) 

{126} I have no answers for society. I have no plans or 
aspirations for a revolution, nor any desire to see human beings 
mutilated and killed as punishment for advancing or involving 
themselves in technological or industrial society. I would like, 
for myself, to be as free from technology as my life allows me 
to be... but at the moment, and for as far as I can project, I am 
as tied to this world of computers, automobiles, telephones and 
the like as anybody else. I am not a "survivalist" by any means - 
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not a hard and hoary lover of the rugged world outdoors. My 
preferences are mainly Victorian: I believe that one gets more 
satisfaction from a fireplace than from a television. (Feb. 
2008) 

{127} I am suffering this way because I dared to question 
society's useless, paranoid prohibitions, and extend the boon of 
equality to persons who were isolated by their age, and tired of 
being treated as children. For this I deserve to have my whole 
world torn down, my name abominated, my heart scooped out 
and kicked to pieces and dumped by the roadside. For this 
crime of compassion, I am dying. Remember that. You're the 
only one who will. Your white room turns crimson, just as you 
say - and it is my blood that covers your walls, that soaks your 
sheets, that trickles from the ceiling and splashes upon your 
eyelids and upon your trembling lips as you sleep. You're my 
only mourner. You alone witness my chastisement and 
crucifixion with tears in your eyes and your hands clasped in 
grief before you. You alone are worthy of my love - and a place 
with me in eternity. (Feb. 2008) 
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{128} I'm ready to die. My heart is too broken to go on 
beating. These are the words my enemies have been waiting to 
hear me say for years. The whole world has conspired to bring 
me to this point, so that I would voluntarily leap to my demise, 
and they could wash their hands of me. At last I can echo in all 
faith and confidence the words of the pessimist Martin in 
Voltaire's Candide: "The world exists to drive me mad." I 
don't know what to do. Everywhere I turn, every step I take, I 
am met by torment and the prospect of torment and the 
inevitability of torment and the infinitude of torment. Life and 
death are meaningless. I am meaningless. There are only two 
realities: Love and Pain. This is our motto - this is our creed. 
"Through Suffering We Love, Through Love We Suffer." If 
you have made your choice to love me then come to me. If you 
have made your choice to leave this wretched, ruined world to 
the insects and the vermin that are its true masters, then come 
to me. If you have made your choice that dying for the truth is 
better than living in a lie, then come to me. There's nothing 
worse than dying alone. (Feb. 2008) 
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{129} It was your loneliness that I saw first; it has set you 
apart in my eyes since the day we were first acquainted. There 
is an impassible partition between us, and those that belong in 
this world, and belong to it. We belong only to each other. I 
could give you details of my life, but I'd only be wasting your 
time with illusions. Every breath I take is an act of pretense - a 
work of deceit. I am a liar for living. Until your hand is in 
mine, neither of us will truly exist. (Apr. 2008) 
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